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ly Winkle sauntered down the hallway of 

Pacific Coast High on his way to his eighth- 
period math class. There was no hurry. Mr. 
Kezlowski was always so busy writing equations on 
the blackboard that he never noticed when Sly came 
ima few minutes late. 

it was Friday afternoon, so Sly should have 
been in good spirits. But the truth was, Sly was feel- 
ing a litle blue because he hadn't been out on a date 
jin over three weeks—in his opinion, a tragic waste of 
male magnificence. Those devastating brown eyes, 
‘hat adorable cleft in his chin—even that come-hith- 


= gin—were being unaccountably ignored by the 
cepesite sex! 

‘Tree, lately he'd been busier than usual, trying 

‘sere 2 record deal for the band he managed, 
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part in the school play?” Randi Jo asked, a hint of 
challenge in her voice. 

Sly turned his attention to the poster she was 
putting up. It read: AUDITIONS FOR SHAKESPEARE’S A 
[MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM NEXT TUESDAY AND WEDNES- 
DAY AFTER SCHOOL IN THE AUDITORIUM. COPIES OF AUDI- 
‘TION SCENES ARE AVAILABLE AT THE CLARION OFFICE. 

Sly gave Randi Jo a sidelong glance. 
“Shakespeare?” he asked dubiously. “Give me a 
break. I mean, the guy’s been dead for five hundred 
years!” 

“Why, Sly!” Randi Jo remarked coyly. “I'm 
surprised you've even heard of him.” 

“Ha, ha, ha,” Sly shot back. “Very funny. 1 
happen to he extremely sophisticated and well read.” 

“Right,” Randi Jo said. “I mean, I know you've 
read the collected works of that famous author Cliff 
Notes.” 

“Hub?” 

“Never mind, Sly. Anyway, I just thought that 
‘with your natural acting ability, you might be great in 
‘his play.” 

“Ob, really?” Sly’s interest was suddenly 
piqued. “Why don't you give me a little summary, in 
‘pweaty-five words or less, of what this play's about?” 

“Well, it's kind of complicated,” Randi Jo con- 
feased. “Its about people falling in love with the 
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for Sy ogetirteeprbenbt ass 
Tike life? “You're not talking to some dweeb here.” 
Sa Randi Jo 8! “Well,” Randi Jo continued, “Nick Bottom 
s does get to have the beautiful fairy queen Titania fall 
in love with him, and she’s one of the lead roles.” 

Sly raised his eyebrows. “Really?” he asked. 
Not a bad deal, he had to admit, Glory, fame, the 
ove of a beautiful woman ... He wondered who 
‘would be playing the part, Naturally, she'd fall head 
over heels for him. Didn't that always happen 
between costars? 

“Of course, it would be a lot of work,” Randi Jo 
said tentatively. “Memorizing your lines, going to 
rehearsals 

“Work, huh?” Sly repeated, suddenly cautious. 
“Thanks, but no thanks, Randi Jo. Work and I are 
not on speaking terms. Not unless it concerns 
California Dreams, that is.” 

‘The bell rang, interrupting their conversation, 
Well, [a better get to math class,” Sly said, grab- 
thang amy excuse to get out of there. “Mr: Kozlowski’s 
devastated when I'm late. Good luck with your play, 
Randi Jo. Tm sure you'll find some sucker—I mean, 
‘sendext—to play Nick Bottom.” 

“Okay. Sly,” Randi Jo said. “But let me know if 
‘pee chance your mind. You'd be perfect for the part.” 

“Right.” Sly said. As he walked down the hall, 

sely in 2 hurry to get to math class, he thought 
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“Hey, I have to keep Randi Jo happy,” Matt 
said with a wink. 

Sam giggled. She knew that Matt and Randi Jo 
had had a rocky time for a while there. Randi Jo had 
gotten upset because Matt had been putting so much 
energy into California Dreams that he had never 
seemed to have any left over for her. Matt was trying 
now to make their relationship better by doing some 
of the things she wanted to do. Randi Jo’s @ lucky 
girl, Sam thought to herself. 

“So would you mind reading this scene with 
me?” Matt asked. “ICI help me prepare for the 
audition.” 

“Okay,” Sam said, looking over the seript. 
“Who do I play?” 

“You're Hermia and I'm Lysander,” Matt 
explained. “They're in love with each other at this 
point. Later in the play, he gets zapped with this love 
potion, falls in love with her best friend, and decides 
he can’t stand Hermia anymore.” 

“Sounds like fun!” Sam responded. 

“Maybe you should audition yourself,” Mal 
suggested. “Being in a play might take your mind off 
Henry. Especially this one—it’s pretty hysterical.” 

“So this is like their big love scene?” 
Samantha asked, 

“Right,” Matt replied. “It’s going to be a little 
weird, doing it in the play with some girl I'm not 
love with. IFT get the part, that is.” 
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“Randi Jo's not playing Hermia?” Sam asked. 


“I think she wants to play the fairy queen,” 
‘Matt said. “That's the best female part, according to 
her. So I also want to try out for Oberon, the fairy 
king. But these are the sides Mr: Murphy, the drama 
teacher, gave me. Anyway, I figure that reading it 
you will get me prepared. It’s preity hot stuff, 
and Randi Jo will be watching me read it at the audi- 
tion with whoever is trying out. I don’t want to mess 
up because I'm uncomfortable. Know what I mean?” 

“Sure,” Sam said. “Come on then, let’s read. 
You start.” 

“Okay.” Matt looked down at the paper in his 
hand and read: “Oh, my love, why are you so pale? 
‘Why, like # rose, does the color in your cheeks fade 
0 fast?™ 

“For lack of water, I guess. Though the tears in 
iy eyes could replenish a dozen roses," Sam read. 

“Everything that I've read or heard has taught 
me that the course of true love never did run 
smooth,"” Matt said passionately. 

“Wow, Matt, you're really good!” Sam 
enthused. 

“Uh, stick to the part, okay?” Matt suggested. 
“I nced to get a rhythm going, you know?” 

“Sorry,” Sam said. She continued, “If true 
lovers have always been so burdened, then that will 
be our fate, too."” 

‘As Sam was saying her lines, she thought she 
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hear! a soft knocking on her door But she ignored: 
and went on with the scene, It was probably only 
Dennis, Matt's litle brother. He could wait until they 
were done, Matt wouldn't want her to stop right in 
the middle of the scene. He needed to “get a chythm 
going,” she remembered. 

Sa let's be patient” she read. “This is as 
much for us to bear as are our thoughts and dreams 
und sighs." 

SONoE If you truly love me, run away with me 
tomorrow night. Mect me in the woods at the spot 
where I suw yout last week.” 

“+1 swear to you, Pll be there.” 


“Keep your promise, my love! 

Sly Winkle couldn't believe what he was hear- 
ing, so he cracked open the laor of Sain's bedroom to 
listen better: 

Ih was unbelievable! Could this be true? Were 
Samantha and Matt deeply, seeretly i love? Sly had 
only come by to say hello and to borrow ten bucks 
from Matt to pay back this guy he'd borrowed ten 
bucks from last week. Matt hadn't been in his room, 
though, Ane then Sly hae! heard the voices coming 
from behind Samantha's door 

[AL first Sly figured it must be Matt consoling 
Sam. After all, her boyfriend was about to leave the 
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country. Sam would be feeling kind of down and 
‘would need a litthe cheering up. 

But now Sly had caught them in the 
Obviously, Sam didn’t need any cheering up. 

‘There was no doubt about it, Sam had already 
forgotten all about Henry Lee, and now she was 
going out with Matt, What would this mean for the 
Dreams? And what was Randi Jo going to say when 
‘she found out that her boyfriend was in love with 
another woman? 


ly sat alone at his favorite table down at 

Sharkey’s, the main hangout for the students of 
PCH, It was a half an hour later, and he was still 
reeling from what he'd heard. 

Sly didn’t know what to do with this bombshell 
he'd uncovered. If he went and told Randi Jo, it 
would definitely spell curtains for her and Matt. And 
Sly wasn't sure he wanted to be responsible for that. 

Besides, Matt and Sam were both in the 
Dreams, and Randi Jo wasn't. So in some sense, Sly 
guessed, he did owe his first loyalties to the band 
members. He was, afier all, their manager. When he 
looked at it that way, Sly thought he'd better just 
keep his mouth shut. 

‘That was okay with Sly, except for the fact that 
no way could he not talk about this! He would totally 
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burst at the seams if he had to keep a secret thi 
for much longer: But who could he tell without it get- 
ting around to every last hig mouth at school? 

Maybe he could tell another member of 
California Dreams. “That'll have to do, Winkle,” he 
said to himself as he spied Tiffani Smith coming into 
the place. The Dreams’ blond-haired, green-eyed 
bass player was with her current boyfriend, Jake 
Summers. Jake was also in the Dreams; he played 
the guitar alongside Matt. 

Sly watched as Tiffani and Jake kissed in the 
doorway of the restaurant. The two of them had been 
an item for about a month now, and they actually still 
liked each other! 

Sly really admired Jake, with his tough, 
leather-jacketed style and his definitively cool 
attitude. 

Jake said good-bye to Tiffani at the door and 
went back outside. Tiffani turned to look for a table, 
spotted Sly, and came over to sit with him, 

“Hi, Sly!” she said, with her usual bubbly 
energy. “What's up?” 

“Ah, nothing much,” Sly hedged. 

“Too had about Mr. Lee not buying Sun Coast 
Records, huh?” Tiffani asked. 

“Thank you for reminding me,” Sly said with » 
igh. “What are you gonna do? These things happen. 
But why he wanted to buy a cement company instead 
of 2 recording label is totally beyond me!” 
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“1 guess you have to be a businessman to 

‘understand that Kind of thinking,” Tiffani comméser- 

ited, “But, hey, there'll be other opportunities.” 

Sly nodded in agreement. Just then, Tony 
Wicks, the Dreams? drummer, eame up t0 them wear 
ing the Sharkey’s Tshirt that all the employees there 
rare, Tony worked at Sharkey’s part-time, but I 
real passion was music—especially the Dreams? 


“Hey, aren't you two with that fresh rock group, 
California Dreams? Can I have your autographs?” 
‘Tony joked, holding, oat his pacl and pene’ 

“Ha, ha, Tony,” Sly said, with a tight grin. 
“Look, I'm not in the mood for jokes. 1 need to 
think.” 

“One chocolate shake coming up,” Tony said, 
scribbling it onto his pad. With a look at Tiffani, he 
added, “Thinking man’s drink.” 

“1 guess FV have one, too,” Tiffani said. 

“Wish I could have one myself,” Tony ssid. 
taking down her onder. “But Sharkey doesnt like the 
help to help themselves, know what Lean? Hex by 
the way, Sylvester, now that your big deal fell 
through, when are you going to get us another Eig? 

ive me a little time, Tony.” Sly assured him. 
“rye got a lot of things in the works. Trust mes 
okay?” 

That's what the dentist says before he drills a 

1 your mouth,” Tony commented. “Hes, take 
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your time getting us a gig, Sly. But don’t take too 
long, Ill be collecting Social Security soot 

After Tony went off to make their shakes, 
‘Tiffani asked, “Where were we, Sly?” 

‘Sly watched Tony's retreating back. “You mean 
before we were so rudely interrupted? I think we 
were talking about Mr, Lee not buying Sun Coast 
Records.” 

“Oh yeah.” Tiffani said, her smile vanishing. 
You know who I fecl really bad for, though? 
Samantha, She's sure going to miss Henry when he 
goes home tomorrow night.” 

‘Sly gave a derisive snort. “Oh, don't feel too 
sory for Sam,” he told Tiffani, “Something tells me 
sche can take care of herself.” 

“Sly!” Tiffani gasped. “What an awful thing to 
say! I mean, her boyfriend's leaving her, and who 
knows when—or even if—she’ll ever see him 


agai 

‘Sly rolled his eyes. “If you knew what 1 know, 
TT, you would understand,” 

‘Tiffani gave him a stern look. “Why don't you 
tell me what you know, then?” she demanded. 

“Okay,” Sly said quickly. “You twisted my arm, 
sohere it is. You can’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

Syac 

“Okay, okay. I was over at the Garrisons’ a lite 
de while ago. 1 just stopped by to see how Sam was 
Geeling and ask a little favor of Matt, So, anyway, I 
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hear voices coming from behind Sam's bedroom 
door” . 
“Yeesss?” Tiffani prompted him. 
#L knock, but nobody answers, right?” Sly went 
‘on. “So Topen the door just fitle bit, and what dol 
hear?” He paused for a moment, waiting: for Tiffani’s 
reaction. 
“[ give up,” Tiffani said. “What?” 
stan and Matt, confessing their love for each 
other!” Sly Finished with » flourish. 
Tiffani screwed up her face in confusion for @ 
Jong moment. “You're making this uP- right?” she 
finally said. 3 : 
"-No way” Sly said, his face the picture of sin- 
cerity. 
“1 don't believe you.” 
“Believe me.” ; 
“Bur, Sly that’s impossible! Mats in love with 
Randi Jo!” : - 
“sthat’s what T thought, too.” Sly agreed. “And 
ve the way I want io stay: I mean, how many EFe=t 


Tove songs has Matt written for Randi Jo? Four? Five?” 

“4 lot,” Tiffani concurred. 

“Right. But if he dumps her for Samantha, 
thar'l be the end of that,” Sly said with finally: 
vipesien, T don't think i's good for members of the 
band to date each other.” 

‘Tiffani gave him a long look. 
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“Except for you and Jake, that is,” Sly added 
hurriedly, taking his big foot out of his mouth. 

“Pim sorry, Sly,” Tiffani said, shaking her head 
again. “This is just too incredible to be believed. 1 
‘mean, Matt is not that kind of guy.” 

“Pm telling you, Tiff,” Sly insisted. “I heard 
them talking to each other, ealling each other darling 
and my love and stuff.” 

“Get out of here!” 

“[ swear!” Sly said, his hand covering his 
heart, “You've got to help me out, Tiffani. I don't 
Know vehat to do.” 

“Sly,” Tiffani told him, as Tony retuned with 
their shakes and left again, “Listen to me. If Matt 
and Sam have really fallen in love, which I refuse to 
believe for one second, then that’s their business. 
People have a right to follow their hearts without 
anyone else butting in.” 

Sly took a sip of his chocolate shake. Tiffani 
‘was going to be no help, he could see that now. 

‘What had made him think she would have any 
ideas, if a genius like him didn't even know how to 
hhandle the situation? 

‘And, anyhow, Sly had a better plan now. He 
‘was going to talk about this with someone who could 
do something about it. He was going to talk to his old 
Saddy, Matt Garrison, himself. 


Cubifemnia D 
“You are my new love, 
I didn’t see it coming. 
You took me by total surprise 


Sly stood in the apen garage doorway, watching Matt 
sing at the keyboard, his eyes closed, a pair of head- 
phones covering his ears. Sly went over and tapped 
his friend on the shoulder. 

“Sly!” Matt said, opening his eyes and stop- 
ping in midsong. “I didn’t hear you come in.” He 
pulled the headphones down around is neck, 

“{ Know,” Sly said. “That's been happening 
lot lately.” 

“What's up, buddy? Tough luck about Sun 
Coast.” 

“Why does everybody keep mentioning that?” 
Sly asked himself out loud, 

“Sorry,” Matt said. “What ean I do for you?” 

“First of all, I need to borrow ten dollars,” Sly 
said boldly. “Put it on my tab, okay?” he asked, a5 
Matt fished out his wallet and handed Sly the ten. 

“[ already have,” Matt said with a wry smile. 
“You owe me forty-five dollars, und that's as much 2 
you're going to owe me. You know, Sly, maybe you 
should get a job if you need so much money.” 

“Me?” Sly asked, astonished. “Get a job? But, 
Matthew, I already have # job as manager of the 
Dreams! Or haven't you noticed? True, there's no up- 
front money in it, but when we hit it big, which I 


A California Night's Dream 


have total faith we will do, I get ten percent, I'll be 
able to pay you back double then 

“Sure, Sly.” Matt said with a laugh. “Let me 
now when our next gig is, okay? In the meantime, 
Tisten to this new song I just wrote. 1 think it's pretty 
good, 

“The one you were singing when I came in?” 
Sly asked. “About your ‘new love"?” 

“Yeah, that’s it,” Matt said, nodding. 

“Pl, uh, hear it another time,” Sly said quick- 
1p, taking a seat nest to Matt. “Listen, dude, you and 
Thave got to have a little talk—man to man.” 

“Uh-oh,” Matt said. “Sounds serious.” 

“L think you could put it that way.” Sly said. 
“So I'm just going to be straight with you about it, 
okay?” 

“Sure thing,” Matt said. “Shoot.” 

Sly opened up his mouth to speak, but sud- 
denly the words froze on his tongue. “It’s, ah, about, 
‘ah... Matt, sometimes, 2 moment comes when, 
ah.” 

“You sound like my dad when he told me about 
the birds and the bees,” Matt said with a laugh. 
=Come on, Sly, just tell me.” 

“Matt—how do you feel about Samantha?” Sly 
spat out. 

“Sam? She's great. Why?” 

“I mean,” Sly said, “do you think she’s, um, 
‘ch, I don't know . . . good-looking?” 
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‘Matt grinned. “She's a babe,” he said forth- 
rightly. “Cute, pretty, what do you want me to say?” 

“What do I want you to say?” Sly repeated. “I 
don't know, but that wasn't it. 

“Oh,” Matt said, his brow furrowing- “How 
about smart, fun, good sense of humor, lots of charm, 
easy to be with, talented... - It’s sad that Henry 
Lee's going, back to Hong Kong, but if you're worried 
shout Sam, don't be. 'm sure she'll find another sy 
‘as soon as she’s ready. I don’t know if you've noticed, 
Frat che's been looking really great lately.” He looked 
up at Sly. “How's that for an answer? Am I getting 
warmer?” 

“Too warm,” Sly replied, starting to feel dis- 
tinetly warm himself. 

“What's the matter, Sly?” Matt asked. “Why 
are you sking me all these questions about Sam?” 

“You're right!” Sly agreed. “Why am T asking 
about Sam? Who wants to talk about Sam? Tell me, 
Matt—how do you feel about, ob, say, Randi Jo?” 

“I love her” Matt responded with a shrug- 
“Does that answer your question?” 

“Uhhh .. . welll...” 

“Sly, what’s going on?” Matt demanded. “If 
there’s something on your mind, just spit it out, 
kay? Whatever itis, you can say it” 

“Uh-huh,” Sly said, barely able to think. His 
palma were sweating, for goodnest saket What wat 
wrong with him? Didn't he have the nerve to accuse 


A Cabifprnia Night's Drener 


best friend to his face of two-timing his girl- 
friend? 

No. He definitely did not. Sly gave Matt a long 
ook 2s he stepped out of the garage. 

“Yeah, Malt,” Sly seid. “But let’s talk about it 
another time, okay? I've gotta go now. See you later” 

Sly jogged to his car and took off. In his 
rearview mirror, he could see Matt in the garage 
doorway, watching him. 

“I thought I knew you, Matt,” Sly suid under 
his breath. “But there's more to you than meets the 
eye, you dog.” 

Having heard Matt's comments about Sam, Sly 
was surer than ever: Matt was in love with her, and 
Randi Jo was about to get the shock of her life! 


“ { 
1m really going to miss you, Hent 


tood in the Iounge at L.A. Intern: 
Airport on Saturday evening, her arms around Henn) 
Tree es they said good-bye after a long and wonderful 
last day together. 
STIL miss you, too, Sam,” Henry told her. “I 
had a great time in California, and is all because of 


40h, why do you have to go?” Sam asked. 


“Can't you just talk your father into letting you stsy 
for s while?” 

“Without him here?” Henry asked with a 
laugh. No way! My dad's very stiet. [don't know if 
you noticed.” Tn response to Sam's worried look, he 
sided, “Oh, don't worry. He approves of you. It init 
that. It’s just that he likes to keep an eye on me.” 
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“Will you write to me?” Sam asked sadly. 

Of course I will!” Henry told her. “Although T 
have to admit, Pm not much of a writer Maybe T could 
sing some songs on a tape and send them 10 you!” 

Sam couldn't help wincing. Henry's voice 
sounded like gears grinding. “You don't have to do 
that, Henry,” Sam said quickly. “A letter is so nice to 
get. ==” 
vOkay, okay,” Henry said, laughing. “And 1 
promise to take voice lessons, like you told me- Ob, 
by the way, Sam, T got you something, a litle pres= 
cat” He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out 
aromall, gift-wrapped package. “Open it. We still 
have a couple of minutes.” 

‘Sam fumbled with the ribbon and tore open the 
paper. Inside the box was 2 eut-glass bottle with a 
label that read LOVE POTION NUMBER NINE. 

Sam could tell by the beautiful bottle and the 
tox that the perfume had to have been incredibly 
expensive. “Oh, Henry, you didn't have to do this,” 
Sam gasped. “You're so sweet!” 

scPat some on.” Henry told her. “I want to smell 
ton you before I go.” 

Okay,” Sam said, sprinkling a little behind 
each ea. 

Henry nuzzled her and sniffed. “It's true,” he 
quurmared, Kissing her lightly on the neck as he ran 
Eis hands through her shiny black hair. “They 
erent lying.” 
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“Who wasn't ying?” Sam asked, curious. 

Henry took the bottle from her and read from 
the little booklet that was tied to it with a piece of 
string. “This is Love Potion Number Nine,” he 
read, “Congratulations on your good taste in acqu 
ing this rare and mystical potion. Ik is uniquely suit 
‘ed for use by either men or women. Be warned, 
though. The wearer becomes instantly irresistible to 
the opposite sex. 

“Wow!” Sam said, “Henry, aren't you afraid TUL 
use this stuff while you're gone?” 

“Uh-oh,” said Henry. “Maybe you're right. I 
don't want hundreds of guys falling in love with you 
while T'm not around. Okay, give it beck. You con- 
vinced me.” 

“Never mind,” said Sam, holding tightly onto 
the bottle. “It’s mine now, and don’t you worry sbout 
guys falling for me. [Il see you at home in Hong 
Kong—unless you decide to come back here and 

ime first.” 
“L might just do that,” Henry said quietly, his 
smile vanishing as he drew Sam to him for a long 
good-bye kiss. When they finally broke apart, he 
said, “T'd better go, My dad's waiting for me. Don't 
forget about me, Sem.” 

“T won't!” 

“And I'll call you whenever I can,” he said. He 
blew her a kiss before turning to go to his plane. 

Watching him leave, Sam felt # tear running 
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down her cheek. Henry was so wonderful. She hoped 
hhe would still feel the same way about her a year or 
to from now when she returned home, 

If he did forget about her, at least she would 
till have some beautiful memories. And perhaps this 
bottle of “irresistible” perfume could help her find 
somebody else. 


On Sunday morning, Sam was feeling sad. It didn't 
help that the entire Garrison family was being so 
nice to her. Not that they weren't good to her all the 
time. But they were going out of their way today to 
make sure she had every little thing she wanted. 
They were being so sweet, it was totally unbear- 
able. 

Finally, she just had to get out. She asked Mr. 
Garrison if she could borrow the keys to his old car, 
‘and of course he said yes. He always did. And he 
even insisted on vacuuming the front seat before she 
took off. 

‘Sam drove out of there at last, heaving a sigh of 
relief. She needed to be alone. Not that she meant to 
bbe down forever; she just needed a litle time to miss 
Henry before she could get over 

She parked along the beach and just started 
walking until she found a secluded spot. Sam 


there, watching the sun bounce off the waves and the 
surfers gliding in. 
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It seemed as though she'd been there for hours 
when she felt a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Sam?” 

Sain jumped slightly, surprised by the unex- 
pected intrusion, She turned to see who it was. 

“Randi Jot” she exelaimed. “Hi!” 

“ihre you okay?” Randi Jo asked. “You lookes! 
kind of down. 1 wasn't sure if you wanted company.” 

“OF course, sit down,” Sam said, patting the 
sand next to hee. “Actually, | was feeling a little 
depressed. Henry went back to Hong Kong last 
night.” 

“Oh, no!” Randi Jo moaned. “That's awful!” 

“T know. [really liked him a lot.” Sam told her 
“But, hey, I guess 1 
got the Dreams, and there are other gus 

“Right!” Randi Jo agreed. “There you go.” 

“Right,” Sam said, her shoulders slumping. “I 
just dort feel like going out with any of them, Not 
afer Henry.” 

“L felt that way when Matt and I broke up a 
few months ago.” Randi Jo confessed. “But T jus 
forced myself to go out and meet people. And in the 
end. 

“In the end, you wound up with Matt again.” 
Sam finished for her. 


“Oh. Yeah, I guess 1 did.” Randi Jo said. 
“Well. how about this, then? Why don't you keep 
much time to 


yourself busy, so you don't have 
think about how miserable you are! 
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Sam shook her head. “Do you really think 
that'll help?” she asked. 

“I don't know,” Randi Jo confessed. “But I do 
need people to audition for A Midsummer Night's 
Dream. It might be fun for you. Want to give it 
aly?” 

“I've never really been in a play before,” Sam 
said tentatively. 

“De you think most of the people auditioning 
have any more experience than you do?” Randi Jo 
asked. “They don't! Besides, 1 know you have stage 
presence from watching you play with the Dreams. 
You could probably do any of these roles sith no 
problem! 

“Do you really think so?” Sam asked. 

“Of course.” Randi Jo said. “Why don't you 
stop hy the Clarion office tomorrow and pick up the 
audition scenes for the female characters? These are 
called sides.” 

“Oh, right!” Sam said, remembering how much 
fan she'd had reading with Matt the other day. 
Matt going to be in it?” 

“That depends on how well he auditions, Me 
Murphy has the Final decision.” Randi Jo said. “You 
might he good as Hermia, She's the romantic leading 
lady. Two guys are in love with her” 

“Hmm,” Sam said, remembering that she had 
heard that name before. “Oh, wow. I read a scene 
swith Matt that had her in it!” 
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“Great!” Randi Jo said. “Then you're already 


familiar with the characte.” 
“Oh, Randi Jo,” Sam said, suddenly feeling 


Jo pointed out. 

“Oh, okay. Why not?” Sam 
think acting in a play will take my mind off Henry 

“Sure!” Randi Jo said enthusiastically. “Sam, 
believe me, once you get started memorizing all 
those lines, you won't have time to think about any- 
thing else!” 

Randi Jo got up to go. “Auditions are Tuesday 

1d Wednesday. You don't have to memorize any- 

thing for them, though. We'll just be reading from 
sides.” 

“Okay. PM be ready.” 

“You're going to be great, Sam. I can feel it!” 
Randi Jo said, and went off down the beach. 

Sam sat staring at the ocean. It wasn’t exactly 
like having Henry around, but what harm could 
possibly da to audition for a play? 


‘That evening, Sam went looking for Matt to ask him 
to read the scene with her again, but Matt was busy 
cout in the garage writing a song for the Dreams. Sam 
decided not to disturb him. She did, however, find 

ides on the living room coffee table. She figured 
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he wouldn't mind if she borrowed them for a little 
while. Then they could run lines together in the 
library tomorrow, during their free period. 

But on Monday afternoon, when their free peri- 
‘od came, Matt was nowhere to be found. Where could 
he be? Sam wondered. Maybe he was up at the 
Clarion office hanging out with Randi Jo. Sam decid- 
ed to find out. She grabbed her books and headed 
‘out of the library and up the stairs to the third floor. 

To her surprise, the Clarion office door was 
locked and all the lights were off inside. Luckily, she 
hhad thought to make copy of Matt’s sides so at least 
che could practice alone if she had to, But as a Inst 
effort, she decided to check down in the music prac- 
tice rooms. Sometimes Matt went there to write 
songs. She ran down the stairs to see. 

‘On her way, she heard familiar voices coming, 
up the stairs toward her 

“Pm telling you, man, if I don't ace the history 
exam, I'm going to be history!” Definitely Tony, Sam 
thought with « smile. 

“Come on, Wicks,” said the other voice— 
Jake's. “Don't exaggerate. The worst that will happen 
% you'll flunk history, get left back, and never make 
anything out of your life.” 

“Hii, you guys!” Sam said as they rounded the 
comer of the stairs and eame into view. 

“Hey, Sam!” Tony said. “How're you doing? 
Henry get off to Hong Kong okay?” 
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Joke jabbed Tony in the ribs with his elbow. 
“Tact, Wicks. Ever hear of 

“Yeah, man,” Tony said, rubbing his side and 
wwineing, “Just the other day at practice.” 

“You seem pretty good,” Juke told Sam. 
“Holding up okay?” 

“Yeah, I guess,” Sam said. “Randi Jo wants 
ine to audition for the school play. She thinks il 
be just the thing to get my mind off Henny” 

“Maybe so.” Jake said, nodding his head 
thoughtfully. 

“In fact,” Sam went on, “I was just looking for 
Matt. I thought he could help me read over my part 
for the audition.” 

“Matt went home early.” Tony told her. “He ate 
come of that chipped beef in the cafeteria. Big mis- 
take. I told him not to.” 

“Wicks,” Jake said, cutting him off. “Enough, 
okay? I ate the chipped beef, to, and Pm feeling 
fine.” 

“You sure, dude?” Tony asked. 

“Yeah, Tm sure,” Jake said, 
and smiling. “I think.” 

“Well, maybe one of you two guys can help me 
out,” Sam offered. “Tony? Want to come read my 
seene with me?” 

“Who, me?” Tony replied, pointing to himself 

“ure!” Sam said. “Come on—it's 2 love 


ing his head 


scene.” 
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“A love scene with you, baby?” Tony asked. 
“Mmm, I don’t know. You think you ean resist the 


master of romance?” 

“No problem,” Sam said, laughing and rolling 
her eyes. 

“What's the play?” Jake asked. 

lake, where have you been?” Sam asked, sur- 
prised. “Haver't you seen the posters plastered all 
over the school?” 

‘Um, I guess I never really pay attention to 
that kind of stuff,” Jake confessed. 

“Iv's A Midsummer Night's Dream by 
Shakespeare,” Sam informed him. 

“Shakespeare?” Tony interjected, a distinct 
look of distaste coming over his face. “Uh-uh. Count 
me out. I don't do fluffy stuff, know what | mean? 
ve got a reputation to protect.” 

“Oh, come on, Tony!” Sam retorted. “There's 
nothing fluffy about Shakespeare. Haven't you ever 
read any of his plays?” 

“Me?” Tony replied. “Uh-uh. It’s like 1 
sid 

“Wicks, don't be a dweeb,” Jake broke in. 
“The lady is asking you to do her a favor. Are you 
‘gonna refuse her just because you're seared of what 
people will think?” 

“Uh-huh,” Tony shot back. “You got it, dude. 
‘You don't care what people think—you read it with 
ber yourself!” 


” 


Californie Dresent, 

“That’s a great idea!” Sam said excitedly. 
“Will you, Jake?” 

Jake looked like he'd been hit with a ton of 
bricks. “Who, me? Uhhh . 

“Oh, come on,” Sam urged him. “You'd be 
great as Lysander.” 

“Sure you would!” Tony agreed, slapping Jake 
on the back. “Go on, hero. The lady's asking you for 
a favor!” 

Jake shot a look at Tany that spelled painful 
death, Then he turned to Sam and said, “Okay. Just 
to prove to Wicks here that I don’t eare what any- 
body thinks.” 

He grabbed the side Sam was holding out to 
him and said, “And, Wicks. if you blab about 
a single solitary soul, you're going to be eating 
chipped beef umil you turn into # chip yourself. 
Get me?” 

“My lips are sealed, Fluffy.” Tony said, unable 
to suppress his laughter 

“Come on, Sam,” Jake said gruffly. “Where do 
{you want to go to read this?” 

‘Sam took him downstairs to the practice rooms, 

ich were laid out along both sides of a long hall- 
way in the basement, The rooms each had a piano 
them and were almost totally soundproof. Sam found 
an empty one and led Jake inside, elosing the door 
behind him, 
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“There,” she said. “No one will hear us, so 
there's nothing to worry about, okay’ 

“Hey, Pm not worried,” Jake insisted. “Like I 
said, I don't care what anybody thinks.” 

“Sure you don’t,” Sam said with a giggle. 
“Shall we start? You've got the first line...” 


Sly hadn't heen able to get a decent night’s sleep 
since he'd caught Samantha and Matt together last 
Friday. Here: he sat in biology class on Monday after- 
noon, still thinking about the situation while Ms. 
McAllister droned on about the mating habits of the 
black widow spider Sly knew a moment would come 
when she'd call on him, and he'd make a total fool of 
himself in front of the entire class. 

So he did the only thing he could do to avoid 
public: humiliation. He raised his hand and asked to 
goto the bathroom, 

Slinking down the hallway, Sly tried to figure 
cout what to do next, He'd already tried talking 10 
Tiffani and that hadn't done any good. And he hadn't 
been able to bring it up with Matt directly. Sly knew 
it wouldn't have helped, anyway. Matt would have 


Just denied anything had happened, or he would 
Save offered some lame excuse. What else could he 
Seve done? He would have never admitted it, 

Sly had thought of telling Tony or Jake, But 
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why would they have believed him when Tiffant 
hada? 

No, there was only one person to see. The per~ 
son who was at the bottom of this whole mess. The 
person who was doing her best to break up a perfect- 
ly good relationship, which had resulted in some 
perfectly great songs. Samantha. 

Now where would she be at one forty-five? Her 
free period, he remembered. She'd probably be at 
the library studying, But when he peeked through 
the doors, she wasn’t there, She must have gone off 
somewhere, Sly reasoned. But where? 

Well, where did he go when he wanted some 
peace and quiet? To the basement! At least once © 
week, Sly would camp out in one of the music prac- 
tice rooms and put on a cassette tape so it sounded 
like he was busy analyzing something clas 
‘Then he would spend his time with cotton in his 
‘ears, reading Music Express magazine or some book 
about how to succeed in business. 

He walked down the long hallway, looking 
through the little windows in the practice room 


doors. Finally, ly recognized the back of Samantha's 
head. He knew it was her from the long, silky hair 
‘Then he noticed a second head—aha! he thought. 
She had snuck out to secretly meet Matt! 

But the other head wasn't Matt’s, Sly soon real- 
jzed as he took # second look. It was Jake 
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Summers's! Sly could just barely make out what they 
‘were saying- 

“Oh, my dear.” he heard Juke say. “Our hearts 
are knit together like one. We are two people made 
dato one. OF course Iwill do whatever you wish. «" 

‘Oh, no! Sly swallowed hard. Could it be? 

“The day I stop loving you is the day I die,” 
Sam replied. 

Sly couldu't believe his ears—Sam was not 
only stealing Matt from Randi Jo, she was stealing 
Jake from Tiffani! 


ly got out of there in a hurry, jogging down the 
ong hallway until he got to the stairway door at 
the end of it, He pushed through and hurled himself 
right into Tiffani, who was just coming downstairs. 
He hit her so hard that he nearly knocked her over. 
“Sly!” Tiffani cried, grabbing the banister for 
balance, “Watch where you're going!” 
“Sorry, Tif” Sly said urgently, “but you're not 
going to believe what I just heard.” 
“Pm not?” 
“Definitely not. In fact, maybe I shouldn't even 
mention it.” 
“No, that’s okay, you should mention it.” 
“Tdon't think so, 
“I do,” Tiffani insisted. “Come on, Sly. What 
did you hear?” 
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“Okay, okay. I'm going to be sorry for this, I 
can just tell. Jake’s going to break my jaw.” 

Will you please tell me before 7 slug 
you?” Tiffani demanded. 

“Okay. Jake's in love with Samantha,” Sly 
blurted out. 

“What?” Tiffani gasped. “Oh, come on, Sly. 
Just the other day you said Matt was in love with 
her!” 

“He was—he is!” Sly said, nodding his head. 
“Tiffani, 1 know this is hard to believe, but for some 
reason—maybe she’s overreacting to Henry leaving, 
I don't know—Sam is going after every guy around 
--+ except me, Anyway, she’s going after them and 
getting them!” 

“Sly,” Tiffani said, looking at him like he was 
from Mars, “maybe you should see a doctor. You're 
ot a well person.” 

“Don't give me that candy-striper stuff!” Sly 
shot back. “I know what I saw and what T heard!” 

“Of course you do,” Tiffani said sympathetical- 
Jy. “How long have you been having these hallucina- 
tions?” 

“Will you stop it? Fine, don’t believe me. You'll 
ind out the truth soon enough. And when you do, 
you'll remember where you heard it first.” 

“T certainly will.” Tiffani was still giving him 
‘hat irvitating look of pity and concem. “Bye, Sly.” 

Tiffani put her hand out to open the stair door, 
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but just then, Jake banged through it on his way 
upstairs. 

“Oh! Hi, Tiffani,” he said, giving her « « 
smile and a peck on the check. “What are you doing 
here?” 

“Look, he’s blushing!” Sly said to Tiffani. 
“What did I tell you?" 

“Shut up, Twinkle,” Jake told 
blush.” 

“How's Sam? 


haven't seen her all day.” he said slowly. “I've gotta 
go. Bye, Tiff, See you at practice.” He gave her 
another smile before he headed upstairs. 

“See?” Sly said urgently. “See what I told you? 
He's got a guilty conscience!” 

“I didn't see anything of the kind,” Tiffani 
retorted. “He was just surprised to run into us like 
that.” 

“Why?” Sly insisted. “Oh, never mind. Forget I 
said a word. ‘None so 
see..." he quoted as he eli 
my regards to Sam, Tiffani. She's in the last practice 
room on the left. Ask her if she’s seen Jake.” 

Sly made it buck to class just as the bell sound- 
ed for the end of the period, “Nice to see you again, 
Mr, Winkle,” Ms. MeAllister said sarcastically. 
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“Nice to see you, too,” Sly replied, smiling 
weakly as he gathered up his books to leave. 

Things were not going well, he reflected. Not 
well at all. He was going to have to talk to Sam in 
private—and soon. Nobody else but Sly could put an 
tend to this eraziness! 


Samantha peeked through the window of the Clarion 
office door a few minutes later. There was Randi Jo 
ing at her computer, working on a story. 

Sam opened the door and entered the office, 
which was a bechive of quiet activity as the various 
editors worked on this week’s edition. 

“Hi, Randi Jo,” Sam said, coming up to her 
desk. “I hope I'm not interrupting you at a bad time.” 

“Not at all, Sam,” Randi Jo assured her, saving 
her work on the computer and swiveling in her chair 
to face Sam. “Did you come to pick up the sides for 
the part of Hermin?” 

“The sides? Oh, no. I copied Matt’s and have 
already read them over,” Sam told her. 

“Great! So what do you think? Are you going to 


audition?” Randi Jo looked up at her with expectant 
ees. 

‘Sam hated to disappoint her. “Actually, Randi 
Jo,” she said haltingly, “I do think it would be fun to 
be in the play—" 


(GlpeeD 

“Fantastic!” Randi Jo exclaimed. “I knew 
you'd want to do it. Sam, it’s going to be a real hoot, 
you'll see!” 

“Wait, Randi Jo,” Sam continued. “I didn't fin- 
ish. 1 would like to do it, but I don't want to play a 
romantic part. The whole time I was reading the 
scene, it made me think of Henry leaving and I just 
wanted to cry.” 

“Oh. Oops,” Randi Jo said, biting her lip. “I 
guess I didn’t think of that. But hang on a minute, 
Sam. What about reading for # different kind of 
part?” 

“Like what?” Sam asked. “A guy? 


“No, of course not. But there is a part you'd be 
great for” Randi Jo said. 

“Which one?” 

“Puck!” 


Who's she?” Sam asked. 

“Puck's not a she, actually,” Randi Jo con- 
fessed. “Puck's an it, to be exact. A hobgoblin who 
serves the fairy king.” 

“Sounds gross,” Sam said, making a face. “And 
thanks a lot, Randi Jo. Do I look like the hobgoblin 
type to you?” 

Randi Jo giggled. “Don't be silly, Sam,” she 
said. “Puck's the best part in the whole show. 
Besides, it has to be played by the spunkiest person 
in school. And that’s definitely you!” 


4 


A California Night's Dream 


Sam cocked her head and raised her eyebrows. 
“Really?” she asked. “I meen, I know Pm spunky, 
but the spunkies!? And I'm not sure that's much of a 
compliment.” 

“Seriously, Sam,” Randi 
one who always steals the show. Puck and Nick 
Bottom, that is. He's the biggest fool in the play.” 

“Who's going to be Bottom?” Sam asked. 

“Well, nothing's for sure until after the audi 
ind of course the final decision’s up to Mr, 
But I kind of had my eye on Sly for the 


“The biggest fool in the show? Sounds perfect 
for Sly,” Sam said drily. “But you'll never get him to 


“Never say never,” Randi Jo corrected her. 
got you, didn’t I? Here are some more sides to study. 
They're handwritten—the copy machine was out of 
‘commission. Sorry. I hope you can read them.” 

“Pm sure I can,” Sam said, taking the sheets of 
paper. “You've got pretty good handwriting.” 

Randi Jo smiled. “It’s the seene where Puck 
tells the audience about the love potion he’s going to 
‘Sve to ll the unsuspecting humans...” 


At five o'clock that aftemoon, the Dreams gathered in 
‘the Garrisons’ garage for their usual practice session. 
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“This is getting to be a boring routine, 
Sylvester,” Tony said, slamming out a riff on his 
drums. “We all have our stuff down pat. When do we 
gel to show it off?” 

“Patience, my friend,” Sly assured him. “I's 
got us a few irons in the fire. 

“Name one,” Tony challenged 
tell me you booked us at the ladies” an 
publie library. I don't want to hear it.” 

“Hey. it counts,” Sly insisted. “Some of those 
women are under sixty and they’re pretty cool. They 
really know their music.” 

“Aw, come on, you guys,” Mall interrupted. 
“Are we still a band of areet we?” 

“Of course we are!” Tiffani replied. 

“Then let's shut up and play?” Matt roared, 
launching into a song. The music was infectious, and 
soon all the: Dreams were caught up in the chythm. 

When the song was done, Matt turned to them 
all and said, “Hey, what did I tell you? We ean 
rock!” 

“Whoo!” Sam yelled in agreement. Looking 
back at Matt. she winked and added, “Meet ime in 
the woods tomorrow!” 

“I swear, I will be there!” Mati shot hack and 
played a hot guitar riff. 

Sly caught the exchange and his heart froze 
inside him, Had Jake noticed it, too? No, he was still 


“And don't 
ary of the 
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smiling, totally oblivious. Matt and Sam were saying 
almost the very words they'd said to each other the 
night Sly had spied on them. The insane part was 
that they were Misting with each other right out here 
in the open, and noberly seemed ta notice, let aloe 


Now Joke looked up from his guitar and caught 
Sam's eye. “I know a place where we can go and 


be together forever—a place where they can't 
touch us.” 

“It's a date,” Sam said with a gigele, and stcik- 
ing the keyboard, launched into another Dreams 
standard, The band picked it up immediately, and 
the room began to rock again. 

Sly’s jaw was resting comfortably on the con- 
rete floor. What in the solar system was going on 
Bere? Sam had just brazenly flirted with Mal 
she hud practically made @ hot date with Jake two 
seconds later, right in front of Tiffani, And Tiff was 
ting as if nothing had happened! 

it, Sly?” Matt asked him, noticing the 

tered on Sly’s face as he 

sziched them finish the song. “Did we play it wrong, 
‘er are we better than ever?” 

Sly continued to stare at all of them, “1 feel 
ie I don't even know you people,” he said. 

The Dreams exchanged concerned glances and 
Sen looked back at Sly. “You okay, buddy?” Tony 
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asked, coming out from behind his drums and walking 
up to Sly. “ ‘Cause you arent acting like you're okay 

“Why is everyhody behaving y 
mind?” Sly demanded, “I'm the only one around 
here who's not crazy?” 

“Take it cusy, Sly,” Matt said. “Everything's 
fine, you know? Everybody's happy—or at least 
nobody's miserable.” 

“Have you checked with Randi Jo lately?” Sly 
asked. 

But Matt didn't reset in the way Sly expected. 
Far from being embarrassed, he acted like Sly had 
just made a totally weird comment. 

“Checked with her about what?” Matt asked. 
“The play?” 

Sly snorted, “The play? Yeah, right. You know 
what I'm talking about, Mat.” 

“No, Sly, honestly I don’t,” Matt said, looking 
at him blankly. “De you want to tell me about 

Sly looked at the rest of them. They were all 
staring at him, Well, it was up to him now. Did he 
‘want to cause a huge scene that might break up the 
band? No way: Sly cared about the Dreams too much 
to do that 

Besitles, these were his friends. He didn't want 
to lum therm against each other But why did they 
have to go fooling around behind each others" backs? 
Dida't they see how destructive that was? 
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“Sly?” Tony said, “Are you still with us, bro?” 

“Ah, forget it,” Sly said with a sigh. “You're 
‘ight. Everything's fine. Everybody's great.” He gave 
Jake a look. “Except for Tiffani, maybe.” 


“Nothing,” Sly said, catching Tiffani staring at 
hhim in bewilderment, He added, “Remember where 
you heard it first.” 

chet, slung it over his shoul- 
der and walked up the three steps that led into the 
Garrisons’ house. “I'm going to grab a snack,” he 
sold them. “You guys just keep practicing, okay? You 
sound great. And don't mind me—just keep repeat- 
ing to yourselves, “Everything's fine. Everything's 
ce ap 
stewed over what had just happened as he 
ood in front of the Garrisons’ refrigerator, taking 
eat everything he needed to make himself a triple~ 
decker sandwich, 

He was really angry. and why not? No matter 
‘what he said, his friends just kept telling him to 
hesen up und concentrate on getting them a gig. 

As if it was his fault that Henry Lee's dad had 
xided to buy 2 cement factory instead of Sun Coast 
Record they think managing was easy? They 
‘couldn't even manage their own love lives! 

Well. if they couldn't, he would have to do it for 


sem, Sly decided. He looked around the kitchen, 
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then up at the 
realized, And Sam was out in the garage... - 

‘Maybe there was something in her som that he 
could use to bring her to her senses—or at least to 
shed! some light on this mess! 

‘Stuffing half of the triple-decker into his widke- 
open mouth, he crept into the living room and up the 
stairs. Mr, and Mrs. Garrison weren't home from work 
yet, and Matt’s little brother, Dennis, was eating din- 
ner af a friend’s house. 

Sly found his way wo Sam 
self 
Jooked around, not really kno 


room and let him- 


searching for, 

‘Sam was not what you would call a slob. Her 
room was usually pretty neat. OF course, part of that 
had to be beeatsse she had left most of her stuff back 
home. 

Sly immediately noticed a few handwritten 
sheets of paper lying in disarray on the bed. Mess 
the middle of all this neatness? Sly picked up one 
the sheets and read the eareful handwriting: 


Thc pot of wie the watt tarde thig, 
ear ie eages full i live with abemsver{pleste! 


There's eathing tite having poour svar mere 
morte..." 
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Sly blinked. What in the world had he stumbled onto 
here? What was this “potion” Sam's note was talking 
about? 
He looked over at her vari 
ly drawn to a cut-glass bottle filled 
Jd, He went over and picked it up. The 
abel read LOVE POTION NUMBER NIN! 
carefully examined the bottle, It looked 


le booklet with « string attached to it, 
The booklet also was labeled Love POTION NUMBER 
‘exe. Obvioush 
Settle. 

Sly read aloud the printed words on the 
Gexide of the booklet: “*... uniquely suited for use 
‘br cither men or women. ... The wearer becomes 

ible to the opposite ses." 
know whether to laugh or take it seri- 


it had once been attached to the 


one might come upstairs at any moment, so he 
ait want to linger. Leaving the booklet and the 
of paper exactly where he'd found them, Sly 
the bottle and dropped it into the inside pocket 


“There,” he said as he slid haek out into the 
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hallway, patting the little bottle in his pocket to make 
sure it was safe. “If she's going to steal other peo 
ple’s boyfriends, she’s going to have to do i 


any help from this stufl™ 


uditions took place on Tuesday and 
Wednesday, with callbacks on Thursday 
afiemnoon, after his eighth=period cher 
‘Matt walked down the hall toward the auditori- 
‘where the cast list was due to be posted. 
He'd never felt so nervous in his life as when 
2 gotten up there to audition—until now, that is. 
if he'd gone and made a fool of himself for 
fag? What if he'd practiced reading those sides 
in the end, hadn't been east for anything? 
Matt couldn't understand it. He was never this 


when the Dreams played in front of people. 

sing and playing guitar did come naturally to 

of course, and he'd never acted! before in his 
Sail 


Californie D 
He guessed it was because of Randi Jo, She 
had specifically asked him to au 


that Randi Jo's dream was to 

Obewn. 
Matt reached the bulletin board, which was 
hidden by a group of students. Everyone wanted to 
who'd been chosen, including kids whe hadn't 
Matt got close: enough to 


lay Titania to his 


surge of relief flood through 
passed out, 

“Hello, my lord,” came a low voice in his ear 
“Itt it fantastic?” 

Matt turned to his left and gave Randi Jo a 
Kiss, “Tell the truth: You arranged it this way.” Matt 
suid with a grin, 

“have a Jot of pull with Mr Murphy: 
Jo said with » wink. “No, honestly, Matt didn’t say 
8 word. We got those parts fair and square, and we're 
sping to be awesome in them. You wateh, 

She was looking at him with total love. Matt k 
out 4 contented sigh, and Randi Jo gave him a qui 


that he nearly 


peck on the check. “Gotta go,” she said. “But we 
be seeing a lot of each other from now on. I can’ 
wait, Matt, This is going to be so awesome!” 
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Mant smiled as he watched her walk away, her 
Jeng, silky blond hair flowing behind her like a veil, 
‘She was so beautiful, und she was eruzy about hi 
All because he'd gone und auditioned for this play 

He figured she had a right to feel that way. In 
42 the months they'd been 
‘sever spent as much time with her as he would have 
hed. He was always busy with the Dreams, And 
sven he had had free afternoon, sve had been busy 
patting out the Clarion. “I wonder what they're 
‘sing to do without her for six weeks,” he suid under 
= breath, 

“Matt, did you see?” Sam asked, coming over 
© Bim from the bulletin board, “We're 

“You, too?” Matt asked. “Who are you 
ping?” 


“Puck, your servant!” she said, bowing dawn to 


Mf oul together he'd 


id, a wry grin on his face. “In 
ind carrying my books home 


“Very funny. very funny,” Sam said with 
ping her arm through his, she said, “Come 
‘Let's get out of here. This place is a z00! 
They walked down the hallway, arm in arm, 
ing to Sly as they passed through the doors of the 
to the California sunshine. 
“Why do you think Sly gave us that weird look 
‘p0W0?” Sam asked. 
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“L have no idea,” Matt said. “He's been acting 
extremely strange lately. I can’t figure him out.” 

“Randi Jo said she wanted him to try out for 
Nick Bottom,” Sam said. 

“Yeah,” Matt said, nodding. “But he wouldn't 
doit.” 

“That's too bad,” Sam said. “He would have 
been great. Neil Swensen isn't much of an actor” 

“He's conceited, too,” Matt said. “Although 
Sly's not exactly modest, either: I guess Nick Bottom 
is supposed to have a swollen head. But Neil’s head 
is so swollen, I don't think he'll be able to fit it 
inside the donkey mask Bottom has to wear in the 
second half ofthe play.” 

“It would have been such a gas to see Sly play- 
ing a donkey, don't you think?” Sam asked. 

‘Matt exchanged glances with her, and they both 
cracked up. Neither one of them could stop. They 
‘wound up gasping for air and holding their aching 
sides. 

“You know,” Matt said, “there's only one prob- 
Jem with all of this.” 

“What's that?” Sam asked. 

“We're not going to have any time for th 
Dreams for an entire month,” Matt pointed out. 

“True,” Sam said. “But, hey, we'll make tim 
Anyway, we haven't had any gigs lately. And by the 
time Sly gets on the case and books us same, th 


“I guess you're right,” Matt said dubiously. 
“Bat I hate to see Sly's face when we tell him we're 
doing A Midsummer Night's Dream instead of prac- 
ticing with the band.” 


From the school entrance, Sly watched Matt and 
‘Samantha as they walked with their arms interlocked 
‘zed then burst out laughing hysterically. 
This was getting worse and worse! Sly felt in 
Sis jacket pocket for the bottle of Love Potion 
Number Nine. It was still there, all right. After he'd 
iped it on Monday afternoon, he'd waited to see if 
's power over men decreased. 
Not that Sly believed for a minute that a bottle 
Perfume could really have that kind of effect on 
cople. Of course it couldn't. Or could it? For the 
st three days, Sam hadn't done anything suspi- 
os—at least not while Sly had been spying on her. 
here she was with Matt again—right out in the 
a! 
Maybe the potion’s effects were long lasting, 
& thought. “Oh, come on,” he told himself out 
d. “Don't be ridiculous, it’s just perfume!” Stil, 
was plagued by doubt. He had to know if this 
really had anything 10 do with Samantha's sud- 
= control over Matt and Jake. 
Sly was stil thinking about it when he arrived 
“#Sharkey’s, which he liked to think of as his branch 
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xe a be the 

same,” Tony said, still rubbing. “I'm gonna 

for this, Sylvester. No more extra cherries a tea 


sundaes, you hear?” 
Just then, Roxanne Miller came through the 


office. He did his best thinking there, over: brain 
food like fries and shakes. Besides, Tony worked 
there. Which meant to Sly that he didn't have fo 
Teave a tip. Tony was at the soda fountain now, work- 


ing on a couple of super sundaes. 
ly eld the bole of perfume in hs hands He door into the restaurant, The “fox of foxes,” Sh 
= knew it was ridiculous to think that this stu had called her. With her silky black hair and en < 
honey-colored skin, Roxanne had the attention of 


anything to do with what was happening: But just to 
‘every guy in the place. 


he sure, Sly decided to try an experiment, 
“Tony!” he called out, beckoning for his friend “Hi, Tony.” Roxanne said, giving him « wink 
ver to the table where he was sitting and brushing his cheek with her open hand as she 


two sundaes and headed passed by. “You smell 
“What's that you've gat “Mm-mm-mm!” Tony exclaimed happily as 


Roxanne took a seat at the table next to Sly’ 
“Excuse me 2 moment, Sly,” he told his friend. “May 
take your order, Roxanne?” he asked her 
“It's a pretty tall one,” Roxanne said, caressing 
Ob, come on, just try it,” Sly insisted. “Eeny’s hand. “Think you can handle it, big boy?” 
oe yo, night 2 “You know I can, mama!” Tony said. Turning to 
Here,” Sly suid, spritzing Tony right in the he asked, “What was the name of that stuff, 
face with a good, long blast. Og 
“Qw! Man, that burns!” ‘Sly gripped the bottle tightly in his hand. Sure, 
could have been just a coincidence. Roxanne 
Méiller could have had her eye on Tony for a long 


to come ov 
‘Tony dropped off the 


over. “Hi, Sly.” he said. 


“Oh, this?” Sly asked, holding up the bottle. 


‘just some cologne { picked up. Want 10 0 some?” 
Not right now, dude. Um working,” Tony said. 


‘you no!” 
t “{ just couldn't resist,” Sly said, adding, “I and just happened to wait for today to let him 
+ tell yourself i's forthe good of science” ‘teow she was interested. 
i “Huh?” Sure. And Matt and Jake could have ji 
© ave just fall- 
4 “Never mind,” Sly said cryptically. “= for Sam all of a sudden for no reason, too. But 
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“Didn't your parents tell you that sugar wasn’t 
good for you?” Sly asked him, raising the jelly 
doughnut to his lips. 
“You touch that and you'll never hear the 
urgent phone message that was left for you!” Dennis 


Sly wasn't so sure anymore. Even though over 
cence of logie told him this was crazy he was start= 
ing to believe that this stuff was more than just per 


fume. 


‘Sly sniffed at the bottle. It really. did smell kind 
of nice—unisex, too. Either a man or a woman could said quickly. 
oar it, If this so-called potion was really a5 power: Sly’s hand froze just inches from his mouth. 
fal as he was beginning to think, he could use it to “What message?” he asked. i 
“Give me back my doughnut first,” Dennis 


set things straight! 
‘The Dreams were scl 
o'clock, Sly remembered as he el 
‘The perfect time for experiment number two- 
vcLet’s see,” Sly said to himself, trying te 
“The little booklet that came with the 
that the user would be irresistible to thes 
‘opposite sex. And on Sam! piece of paper she wrote 
That whoever used it would fall for the first p 


they saw.” 


told him. 
Sly reluctantly handed back his i 
=a antl gooey prize. 
“All right, you win,” he grumbled. “What's the mes- 
sage?” 
“Mphmglrb ...," Dennis began. 
Finish the doughnut first,” Sly said with an 
exasperated sigh. “Kids!” 
“Tony called,” Dennis finall “He sai 
nis finally got out. “He said 
‘be'll be late for practice because he's got a business 
‘engagement with Roxanne Miller.” 
“Business!” Sly repeated. “Yeah, right. 
I. right. Boy, 
‘yeu know what I like about this band is its si ase 
Sicus and its unwavering dedication. Sheesh! IF it 
‘wasn't for me, the Dreams would have already fallen 


apart 
“What?” Tiffani Smith was standing in the 
eorway. “What are you talking about, Sly?” 

Sly cast a sidelong glance at Dennis. “Don’t 
ca have any homework to do?” he asked. 


practice. Wher 


Sly was the first one to arrive at 
Matt 


he walked into the Garrisons’ kitehen, 
Jittle brother, Dennis, was there eating « huge jel 
doughnut. 

“Hi, Squirt.” Sly said. “Here, you don't 
all of that.” With a quick move, he lifted the rest 
the doughnut out of ‘Dennis's hands. 


“Hey!” Dennis yelled. “Give that back” 
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“Sly! What are you?” Tiffani couldn't finish, 
because suddenly she was sneezing violently. She 
stopped just in time for Jake to come sauntering 


Nope.” Dennis answered, with © provocative 


smile. 
“ell eight, how much?” Sky asked 
vi dolla” Dennis replied. "Make it two.” through the door. He took one look at Tiffani, swept 
Sly rolled his eyes and forked over the mone ber into his arms, and gave her a long, passionate 
he reasoned. Kiss. 


“Wow!” Tiffani gasped as Jake let her go. 
“What was that for?” 

“T haven't seen you in almost four hours,” Jake 
explained, letting her go and heading for the comer 
where his guitar was stowed. 

Sly swallowed hard. It worked! he exulted 
‘edently. I did it! 1 got them back in love with eack 
‘One problem down, one or two to go.--- Sly 
‘essr't quite sure how many more spritzes it would 

_ But he felt sure of one thing now. As insane as 
“e seemed, this stuff was powerful. Whatever hap- 
|, he couldn't let it fall back into the wrong 


‘The Dreams were in 
‘This was no time to 
‘ld pocketed the money and 
“Come on into the 
ing to be late 


‘The twelve-year 


happily bounced out of the room. “Com 
garage, Tiffani” Sly said. “Tony's gol 


‘and who knows what th 
‘Tiffani stared at him 
garage. “Is that supposed t@ 
ment, Sly?” 
“Come on,” Sly begged her 
what's going on right under ¥ 
‘boyfriend. Do Thave to make it 20Y plainer?” 
-sRidieulous,” Tian said Maly. “Sls you're 
T don't know what's come over $0 


really losing it. 
Okay, don’t believe mes” Sly shot back. 


others are up 10.” 
‘as they went into the 


bbe some kind of com- 


Sam and Matt, suddenly burst through the 
xy together, arm in arm. “Congratulate us, you 


Nobody ele does. That dosent change Be facts 
‘Sly broke off when he heard the Foes of Joke's ” Sam said. “We got cast in A Midsummer 
motoreyete as it came down the: ‘street and stopped at 's Dream, and we're both leads!” 

“That's awesome!” Tiffani cried. 


Whipping out the boule of 
ine, he pointed it straight at 
jing!” he shouted, spritzing is 


“All right, you guys!” Jake said, giving Matt = 
five. “That's cool. You're gonna. be pretty busy, 


oS 


at her full force. 
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“Oh. Yeah,” Matt said, bi 
wThat’s right. Look, Sty, 
aren't going (0 
‘many practices.” 

Like how many?” Sky asked, getting a sinking 
“Maybe one or two 


‘on the weekends.” 
“What about gi 
to sound frantic. “T've got ® 
works.” 
“Keep worki 


es?” Sly asked, trying not 
ot of things in the 


jatt advised him. 
judging from past experience, BEF take time to 
develop. No offense, but by the time 3 get any- 
‘hing together, we'll probably be free again.” 
wsYoah,” Sam agreed. “Cheer ¥P> 

i month. We're 


ing on them,” Mi 


suffocating in here.” 
‘Out on the street, Sly 


Garrisons’ Exrage- 
hhad to admit, in spite 


A Cakifornia Night's Drea 
them apart. But how good would they sound after a 
layoff of a whole month? 

It was time for drastic action, Sly realized. He 
had to put a stop to this acting stuf or the Dreams 


might be finished altogether! 
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Bottom. Randi Jo, you and Neil get ready. I'm going 
to get a drink of water. Five-minute break for you 
two. The rest of you, Il see you next time.” 

Most of the actors began heading toward the 
auditorium doors. Sam rejoined Matt in the center of 
the stage. 

“['m ready to get out of here,” she said to him. 


“Are you coming! 
“No,” Matt replied. “I'm going to wait for 

Randi Jo to finish and then get a ride home with 

we 

“Okay!” Sam said, “Ill see you back at the 

house.” 


a ake this bottle of love potion and put some 

‘on the eyes of the young man from “Athens. 

‘You'll know him by his Athenian clothing.” Matt 

vont gnatnge, his arm around Samantha, delivering 

his lines 5 Oberon. They had been rehearsing for 

two weeks, and the play was really staring to come 
together. 

“Pear not, my 

Sam replied. With a leap in the 


Jord. Your servant shall do so!” 
air, she ran off to 


“Hey, we work really well together, don't we?” 
Matt asked, giving her smile. “That scene went 
pretty well.” 

“Are you kidding? We're fantastic. Didn't you 
“dieady know that from the Dreams?” Sam leaned 
“ecer and gave Matt an affectionate hug. “See you 
teen” 

Sam turned to go out the backstage door, and 
Sestt headed for the front row of the audience where 
4s book hag was sitting. He figured he might as well 


-omplish her mission- 
aon reat! That scene is really coming sons!” ME 1 a head start on his homework. As he jumped 


Murphy called out from bis seat in the house. “Sam, Son from the stage, he thought he saw 2 familiar 
Pm get even more excited there atthe end” Senre duck behind the seats inthe lst ow and seut- 
ye okay.” Sam said, nodding her i Sout the rear doors. Matt didn’t get a good look, but 


- & would have sworn it was Sly. 
ide of the stage- 
poe ci eimanitawe ‘Matt could understand why Sly might want t0 
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with Titania and Nick 
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0 that way, I'll go this way. I'll meet you back here, 
okay?” 

“Okay,” Matt said, taking off to find the relue- 
tant Ne 

“Oh, if only Sly Winkle would have taken the 
part!” Randi Jo lamented as she set off in the oppo- 
le direction. “Nick Bottom is supposed to 
_fool—not a jerk!” : eS 


drop in on a rehearsal, but why would he hide Uke 
that? Matt decided he would just forget about Sly 
right then. He wasn’t in the sood to confront him 
about the strange behavior he hed been demonstrat- 
ing lately. Sooner oF later, Sly would get over the fact 
that Matt and Sam had decided to take time out from 
the Dreams to do this play. 

Randi Jo walked out onstage with Neil 


“What do you mean, you won't wear the 
“You 


‘Swensen. 
donkey costume?” she asked, clearly upset Ske 
have to! It’s part of the play!” 

“Well, I've changed my mind,” Neil insisted. 
“Pm not going to make a fool out of myself. 'm an 


‘actor, not a clown!” 


Sly crept back into the auditorium, only to find it 
deserted for the moment. Good, he thought. This was 
his _< find Randi Jo and get her alone. She 
was probably backstage somewhere. i 
Matt shook his head in disgust. Neil Swensen Bien the site adie the steps a me 
wasn't much of either. It had really been 2 struggle stage. ; 
for Randi Jo and the other cast members to put up Sly stepped out onto the stage and into the 
with his tantrums—and now this! spotlight. He felt the warmth of the lights on his face 
“If [have to wear that stupid costume, [ quit!” and they charged him with energy. He looked out 
‘Neil was saying, “Find yourself another Bottom!” He ever the sea of empty seats, imagining them filled 
stalked off and Randi Jo chased after him. -xith cheering people, applauding him for ... for just 
“Neil, wait!” she called out. “Matt, come help Being Sly Winkle, the most fantastic human ogo 
me talk him into wearing this. He won't listen it the planet in centuries. 
aoe Spotting something on the floor next to him, Sly 
Matt got up to help her, but when the two of Sent down and picked it up. It was a donkey a 
Fee alin ths backikge! tr hte =oiaaammme20 9 800 Nealblesrabben:likeianiearntiTe 
tum, Neil Swensen was nowhere to be seen. Halloween mask. “Way cool.” Sly said appreciative 
«We've got to find him,” Randi Jo said desper~ Sx.“ wonder where this thing came from?” 
"Nobody else wants to play the role. Look, yor Even more, he wondered what he would look 
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ie He knew there was a huge mirror 0° 
the back wall of the stage behind the rear curtain. 
‘The dance students used it when they practiced 
there. Slipping the mask over his head, Sly found 
himself ‘plunged into utter darkness. 

“Hey, who: turned out the fights?” he asked, his 
voice muffled a bit by the mask, which fit tightly 


ver his head. “I hope I ean get this ng off,” he 
ng it so he could see out of the 


sprayed himself right in the eye. This stuff relly did 
harm, Sly realized, bending over as he tried to rub 
and blink the potion out of his eye. 

“You came back!” Randi Jo called excitedly. 
Sly dida’t think she was talking to him at ist, After 
all, he hadn't gone anywhere to come back from. 

‘But then Randi Jo came up to him and gave 
im a big hug, “Oh, I'm so glad you're here. I've 
been going frantic, running all over the school trying 


like wearing 


5 mottered, straightening it 
Riss. tofind you!” 
“There. That's better” He walked to the mirror Forgetting for the moment that he was wearing 
the donkey mask, Sly stared at Randi Jo, trying to 


When he saw what he 


and checked himself out- 
loud guffaw. He was 


Jooked like, Sly burst into s 
totally bilarious! 

VeEstremely gnarly! Bodacious!” he 
ing this way and that to model the mask for himself, 
Taughing all the while. ‘caressing Sly's arm. “After 
ein the mirror, he saw Randi Jo coming fove with, right?” 

through the rear doors of the auditorium, Now was “Huh?!” Sly nearly © 
fis chance, In that moment, his mind snapped into ‘Randi Jo's words. She was staring, 
7 Focus, Had he brought the love potion? 1f Matt hap ace only inches from his. 
i pened vo come back, Sly might need a “Come on, Let's try it once before everyone 
‘ets back. That way we'll be prepared 0 do it for 
on” 


4 He felt in his jacket pocket for the bottle. 
“sWh-what are you talking about, Randi Jo?” 


Sly fumbled with the pottle, holding it up im 
so that he could see it better 
Which way did the nozzle Sp asked, his voice husky. What was she saying? 
‘*You look perfect.” Randi Jo continued. “Don't 
seccry about a thing. You're going to be incredible.” 


Sgure out what she was talking about and why she 

‘was acting so glad to see him. 
“Come on, now. You wouldn't quit, would 
you?” Randi Jo asked, suddenly geting Airy and 
all, you're the guy Ffall in 


tum- 


Jhoked when he heard 
‘warmly at him, her 


front of his mask 
through the tiny eyeholes. 


point, anyway? 
\sYeaow!” Sly screamed as he accidentally 
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“Lt am?” Sly whispered. 

“Now, let's see... where should we start?” 
Randi Jo asked. 

“Y-y-you start,” Sly said, swallowing hard. It 
was the potion. He was sure of it. He'd sprayed it on 
himself, and now Randi Jo was out of her mind with 
love for him! 

“Baby,” she said softly, taking both his hands 
and kissing them, “until I met you, I didn’t know 
‘what passion was.” 

“You're kidding,” Sly ssid, looking for an 
escape route but not finding one. Randi Jo was back- 
ing him up against the curtain. 

“You're mine now,” Randi Jo was saying, with 
the look of a tigress on her gorgeous face. “And I 
don't even care if he finds out!” 

“B-b-but ...” 

“What is he going to do about it, anyway? I da 
what I want to do, and I love who I want to love!” 
She placed her hands on either side of his face and 
planted a big wet one right on his snout. 

Sly stood frozen to the spot, not sure how to 
react, for a long moment. “I—I can't do this, Randi 
Jo,” he stammered. “I just can't.” 

“Don't be silly!” Randi Jo said, putting her 
hands on his shoulders. “You're doing fantastical 
lyin fact, you've never been this good!” 

Sly had heard just about enough. He had to gee 
out of there before Randi Jo went any further. With = 
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wild yell, he ran to the front of the stage and jum, 
off. Never looking back, he yanked cathe eee = 
flew up the aisle and out the rear doors. Behind him, 
he could hear Randi Jo's surprised voice calling, 
“Wait! Come back!” 
But Sly kept on running until he was back out- 
side in the fresh evening air. The breeze was blowing 
in off the ocean and the sun was about to set. 
Everything had changed, in a matter of min- 
utes. Everything. He'd gone and done it now. He'd 


made his best friend’s girl fall hopelessly in love 
‘with him! 
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‘as the entire family was settling down to watch a 
video. 

“Hello, Sly!” Mr. Garrison said. “Long time 
‘no sec.” 

“Hi, Me. G., Mrs. G.,” Sly said, surveying the 
room. “Hey! The Princess Bride. That's one of my 
favorite movies.” 

“Have a seat, Sly,” said Mrs. Garrison to him, 
‘even though he'd already done so. 

“Thanks,” Sly said as he grabbed a handful of 
‘copcorn. One thing about Sly: Nothing made him 
‘exe his appetite, Not guilt, not worry, not anything. 
“Great popcorn, Mrs. G.,” he assured her. 
artunately, I can't stay.” Then, biting his lip, he 

to Matt. “May I please speak to you alone?” 
Matt exchanged a quick, worried glance with 
ha, and then got up and followed Sly into the 
. “What's up, Sly?” Matt asked. “You seem 
“Upset? Yes, I'd say I'm upset. Matt, you've got 
believe me, it was an accident. Whatever hap- 


felt so guilty was when he was twelve years old. He: that’s the truth.” 
had taken his dad’s ear for « spin around the block “What are you talking about, Sly?” 
“Randi Jo's in love with me,” Sly blurted out 


into a fire hydrant. But not eves 


and had erashed 
serious as stealing his best friend's 


that had been a5 


girl! 

It was getting dark. Matt would be home 
rehearsal. Sly swung around and headed for t 
Garrisons’ house. He burst into the living room 


ay 


he could stop himself. “I accidentally sprayed 
self with this love potion I found, and the next 
Tknew—boom!” 
Matt looked at Sly long and hard. Then he 
‘out laughing all of a sudden. “This is a joke, 
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Winkle, could untangle this twisted web of love and 
set things right again. 


CabifonnieD 
right?” he asked. “Sly, I've gotta hand it wo you. You 
really had me going there for a minute. You looked 
so worried.” 

“Tam worried!” Sly said. “And 1 am not id= cee 
ding! Listen to me, Matt—your girlfriend, Randi Jo, 


is after me in a big way! Don't you even care?” 


“Where in the world could I have put it?” Sam asked 

herself, searching her vanity for the botle of, 

“Ol, come on, iy, get real. T mean, you're « MMB Henry had given her She'd been so vay fea a 

good-looking guy, I guess, but—" as shan abe Hadi cies ini dca Shae: 
“What's ups you two2” Samantha asked, com- I) ing, and she had no idea how long it had been 

ing out of the living oom. “Theard Matt laughing” There's no place elec T would have pt i.” 
Sly looked at Matt and then at Sam. Suddenly Sam reasoned. “But I must have, erent es 

it bit him. No wonder Matt didn’t care if Rand ‘sot here.” Sam had never stig of he sa ie 

tras ove with hm, Matt wast in love with Rand IE asentninded type. “What's going on?” alike 

Jo anymore—he was in love with Sam! dered aloud. “Am I getting old before my time?” 
“You want to tell her, Sly?” Matt asked, loki iat are you divngeecth ee lines?” 

; 2 = icing your lines?” 

at him as if he were erazy. “Go ahead. Matt asked, poking his head through the doorway. 
Sly slowly backed toward the front door. “No, I wish,” Sam replied. “Hem 

that’s okay. It doesn't matter, anyway. It's not i I ti of wonscfal perfec end ‘Pek an 

tant unless you think it’s important, know what “Have you talked to Dennis?” Mats ed. 

mean, Matt? Bye, you guys. I'l let myself out.” NR vesisty « pothdwiad dina coming 


aH aaa Res ae “PU definitely have a little chat with him,” 
ee. Sem said, scowling. “That bottle meant a lot to me. 
Whoa, baby, Sly thought. This situation ts Bs one of the few things I have to remind me of 


ting worse by the minute. Everyone was treating = 
if he were crazy, but he wasn't crazy. All the rest Couey wa juan anes teP* Ma 


them were! And while he wasn't sure yet how to led. 
the problem, he was certain of one thing: The “I could have, but that wouldn't be like me,” 


tion was in his pocket, in the form of a little 
labeled LOVE POTION NUMBER NINE. Only he. Bs frastration. 
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gill no gigs, Sylvester?” Tony asked laconi- 


cally. =e 
eyrerding onions) Tear eee Sy 


muster up a cocky auitude. “We've gt & Jot of irons 
in the fire.” ; 

“st gan think of something else that's gonna be 
con re if we don't get « ig S000.” Tory said, twirling 
hhis drumsticks. 


ing as 2 uri . 
wre haven't all gotten together to practice ' fifteen 
days? Fifteen!” 7 

“Uh, Sly” Sam said. 


“xbout this schedule? 


nite patience. 
Pike all of them,” Sam replied. 
“Me, too,” Matt said, shaki 
Jooked at the Hist Sly bad gi 
weekday afternoons, and Sam 
for the play: 
“The play!” 
suddenly at an end. “Oh, 
thinking? That we still had 
enough you guys are eee en 
jou could show up for pract 
= abies ‘each other in the back?” Jake 
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curling his lip as if he'd tasted something bad. 
“Who's been stabbing who in the back?” 

“Never mind,” Sly said, waving them all off. 
“Pm not getting in the middle of this any more than T 
already have.” 

“Look, Sly," Matt broke in, “why don't you call 
a couple of practices on Sunday afternoons? We don't 
rehearse on Sundays.” 

Tony interrupted. “Except that this Sunday 
afternoon I'm going to Laguna with Roxanne Mille,” 
he informed them, “And I’m not changing it, 
Sylvester, so save your breath.” 

“Your dedication is truly underwhelming,” Sly 
espondled with a smirk of disdain. “That's the spirit. 
“Anybody have any confliets for the Sunday afternoon 
‘shier that? Or shall we just put our instruments in the 
deep freeze and hope they don't crack when we thaw 
them oul in the year two thousand?” 

‘The band members looked at each other and 
Sly knew what they were all thinking—that he was 
‘everreacting, That he'd been acting weird lately. 
ell, if they'd seen what he'd seen, they'd be acting 
‘scird, too. No, he was not wrong about the Dreams, 
‘This band was in deep trouble. 

“Well, then, I guess we're on for a week from 
Scnday,” Sly said, giving them all an icy smile. 

1e. TU see you.” Grabbing his 
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mouth with her hand. “Oh! That!” she gasped, Jook- 
ing forall the world like she'd gotten caught with her 
Hed in the cookie jaz “Oh, Sly, we were going 10 


sarprice you with the news ss soon as it was ® sure 


thing!” she said apologetically. 

“ah, don't worry.” Sly said, taking Sam's state- 
sen as an admission of guilt tht she'd stolen Mat 
Fracs Rana Jo.“ was surprise allright, T could not 


have been more surprised. 
‘Sams shot him a warm smile and giggled. “Well, 


what 


Samantha?” ar. 
cra’ that supposed to meae ee you've got to admit, i's « great idea.” sheild 
packing off steP- Sad srretons don't tell Matt that you know, okay? He's 
: i _> Sly said. y 
“Don’t give me that as a sealy excited about it, and he wats to Tay it om the 
He pointed his finger * her: : “hole band at the same time. You know, 10 really : 
perk up our morale!” 


totally Mabbergasted. He 
she was being. “Let me 
You may think it’s all 
ten way out of hand. 
little scheme—and 


Sly just stared at her, 
‘cvuldsi't believe how brazen 
‘ell you something,” he ssid. 
en and games, but this has go 
Tm going to put a stop to your 


over on Me, 


een, and Ive heard 
Huh?” E E Pee got just the stuff to doit with, too!” 
sijnd Wve got the evidence fo ine Turning away from the astonished Sam, sly 
sched, folding his arms on BS Soles Seng open the door of his dad's can S01 inside, 
satisfaction. ned the engine, and burned rubber out of there. 
Ha! he thought to himself bitterly. Let her stew 


“What evidence?” 


California. Dreams 
Behind im stood frozen on the curb. She 
couldn't understand it. Why was Sly being so mean 
to her? Why was he picking on her if he knew about 
her plan with Matt to get the band a gig? 


0: Monday. Sly went to his locker hefore 

lunch. He wanted to check on the bottle of 
ae gmake sure it was all right, He'd had hig 
Soubts for a while there. If someone had told him 
at Love Potion Number Nine could really make a 
Zenon Fall for someone else and forget all ubout thei 
Serfriend or girlfriend, Sly would have laughed in 
Sir Face, 


r weird things had 
gcPenetl. The first time, he thought it could have 


Seen coincidence. But he couldn't beliere every- 
wed as eoinciden: 


CulifprniaD 
so lost in thought that he kept getting the numbers 
wrong. 

Maybe the stuff would wear off after a while. 
‘That would be the best thing that could happen. Or 
maybe it was permanent, In that ease, he could 
always leave well enough alone. Matt was in love 
swith Sam; Jake and Tiffani were back together. 

‘As for Randi Jo being in love with him? Well, 
Sly thought with a shrug. Why not? She was a defi- 
nite eleven on a seale of one to ten. 

Sly began to smile. It wasn't right, it wasn't 
honest, it wasn’t natural—but it wasn’t exactly = 
trageds, ether. In fact, it eauld be the best thing that 
had ever happened— 

Wait a minute! Sly thought as he finally got the 
‘combination right. What was he thinking? Matt was: 

best friend! Matt was in love with Randi Jo—at 
Teast he had been until Sam had used her love potion 
on him, Sly coulda’t take Randi Jo away from him! 
He had to get Matt and Randi Jo back together 
again, even if Matt didn’t want any part of her! 

“Hey, Winkle.” Sly looked up and saw Jeske: 
staring at him. “What are you looking at? Is 
thing growing in your locker?” 

“Ah, no!” Sly said with a quick laugh. “What 
up, Jake? Everything okay with you and Tiffani?” 

“Yeah,” Jake said, inching closer to Sh 
“Actually, to tell you the truth, I've got some 
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aa for her.” He gave Sly a wink and a crooked 
“Y-y-you do?” Sly asked. 
“Yeah. Real bad. She's gonna seream and ery 
bitter tears when J tell her.’ 

Jake was about to dump Tiffani! The potion 
must have suddenly worn off. Sly knew he had to do 
something—and fast! 

Sly looked over Jake’s shoulder and saw Tiffani 
‘coming toward them. He reached quickly into his 
eS in his jacket pocket for the potion, 

i it out, and gave Jake a 
= save Jake a blast foarsquare in 

“Yeow!” Jake howled, his hands flying to his 
exes. “Wimple, I'm gonna kill you as soon 2s T can 
‘sce you again! What do you think you're doing?” 

“Someday you'll thank me,” Sly assured him. 
‘He stuffed the bottle back in his jacket pocket and 
“shut his locker just as Tiffani walked up. 

“Okay, Wimple, time to die,” Jake said, blink- 
“ez his sore eyes open. “Oh, hey, TH” he said when 
‘ee saw her: Forgetting all about Sly, Jake grabbed 

GSiani in his arms and kissed her! 
Sly was relieved. He didn’t want Jake to sud- 
remember his threat, so he crawled past them, 
Jake wouldn't notice. 

But he didn’t have to worry. Jake was totally 

in Tiffani. As Sly rounded the comer ofthe 
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hallway, he glanced back and saw Jake reach into his 
shirt pocket. ‘ 

Tye got some really bad news for you, Til, 
Jake said. 

“Uh-oh,” Tiffani said. “What is 2 

“Tickets to the Rock-o-rama Concert Friday 
ight!” Jake said as he brandished two Gekets- Es 
had to wait in Tine for three hours last night! Now 
that ad or what?” _ 

Totally!” Tiffani bubbled. giving Jake # 
big hug. 

Sly wheeled around and headed for the eafete” 
vi, “Totally bodacious!” he congratulated himself 
winder his breath. “Well, thanks to yours truly those 
tao should be okay for a white. Now, for Randi Jo 


and Matt...” 


i" 


Tony was working the Wednesday evening shi 
Sharkey's when the cast of A Midsummer Nights 
‘Dream trooped in and took over two tables in the far 
corner. 

“Hey, you all!” Tony called, coming over to 
exchange high fives. “How's it going? Are we talking 
‘smash hit here?” 

“Hi, Tony,” Randi Jo replied. “I don’t know 
Gang, how's it going? What do you say?” 

“Pretty good,” Matt said. “Making progress” 
“He's so humble,” Sam said with » grin, giving 
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Matt a hug. “He's fantasti 
‘else belongs on Broadway.” 

‘They all cracked up at that one. “Sam's totally 
awesome as Puck,” Randi J 
“Nobody ean believe how good sh 

“The whole audience is going to fall in love 
with you, Sam,” Matt predicted with a gleam in 
his eye. 

Sly Winkle glided by them at that moment 
‘on his way to the men’s room. He gave Tony a look 
and said, in a low voice, “I need to speak with you 


alone, man.” 


I stink, and everyone 


formed Tony. 


“Later, Sylvester,” Tony replied. “I'm taking 


“Yoo-hoo, Sly!” Rundi Jo called out and waved. 
Sly gave her a sickly smile, rolled his eyes, and 
headed off toward the rest room double time. 

Randi Jo sighed. “If only I could get through to 
Sly.” she told Tony. “I really want him to be in the 
play. He'd be the perfect Bottom, especially now that 
il Swensen’s quit.” 

“Say what?” Tony asked. 

“Nick Bottom,” Randi Jo explained. “It’s the 
funniest part in the play.” 

“Siy's pretty funny,” Tony agreed. “Yeah, in fact, 
he's been acting even funnier than usual, lately.” 

“PIL say.” Matt said. “You wouldn't believe 
some of the things he said to me this past week.” 

“Such as?” Randi Jo asked, 


as 
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Matt gave her a long look. “Maybe I'd better 
not say. Trust me, you're better off not knowing.” 

“Gee, is it that bad?” Randi Jo asked. 

‘Someone had better talk: to him. You know, fins! out 
what's bugging him.” 

“You'd he surprised what's bugging him,” S 
said, “He thinks Pm some kind of troublemaker, but 
the won't tell me what he mean 

“He was sneaking around the auditorium last 
Friday,” Matt remembered 

“That must have been him in the donkey 
mask!" Randi Jo said suddenly with gasp. her 
hand flying to her mouth. 

“What?” Tony asked. “What donkey mask?” 

“WICKS!” Sharkey’s voice came bellowing 
from the other side of the swinging doors that led to 
the kitchen, “Are you workin’ or socializin’?” 

‘Tony looked around quickly and spotted Carla 
Morton, who was taking a break, She had her order 
pad next to her: “Carla, caver me for a few minutes, 
okay, baby?” he asked her. “You know Tony loves 

Carla looked up at him skeptically. 

“PIL split my tips with you for the rest of the 
shift.” Tony promised. 


“You've got yourself a deal,” Carla said. “Til 
be keeping track of the money, babe. So don’t try to 
sweet-talk your way out of keeping your promis 
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‘Tony looked at the rest of them and smiled 
inmecnty a Cala went aff cover is hi. “Now 
iat were you all saying about Sly and a donkey 
mask?” he asked, fascinated, 
hag Nal” Rai Jo sid “et me explain afte 
about the play first, There are these two guys and 
two girls who keep falling in and out of love with 
each other, right?” : 
“I get you so fax.” Tay said. “Cool, 
fa.” Tany sid. “Cool, So?” 
{Then these fries who ive in the wos ge 
up in things.” Randi Jo went on, “E 
; mt on. “Especial 
Sam's character, Puck. Puck tres to get the right 
fy an gis in love with cach the. bt insted 
mess eerhing up unl then.” 
chuh,” Tony said, getting a litle conf 
i a Title confuse. 
nd ho ith uy inthe donkey mask 
“Wait, I'm getting to that,” Randi Jo tole 
- r » that old him, 
Siang Hite,“ realize its complicate, but thas 
srhat’s so fan about it See, thers also this weddiny 
ning on.” : 
“Who's getting marred?" Tony asked. 

“The duke and this Amazon queen,” Malt sid 
Fresh!” Tony enthused. “Right on, duke!” 
“And there are these town workmen who are 
ning get tpser this play forthe weng, and 
they're rehearsing in the woods where the fairies 

are.” Sam picked up, in her usual rapidfi 
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donkey, and Matt, he’s the fairy king, bewitches his 
wife, the fairy queen—that’s Randi Jo—<o that she 
falls in love with the donkey!” 

“And ... s0 you want Sly to be the donkey, 
‘Tony said, repeating what for him was definitely the 
best part. 

“Unless, of course, you decide to change your 
mind and play the part yourself,” Randi Jo said 
invitingly. 

“Uh-uh, no way, excuse me, please,” Tony 
demurred. “Iam not getting up onstage in front 
of everybody in school wearing a donkey head.” 
He looked from Matt to Sam and then to Randi Jo. 


“All right!” Matt said. 

“Cool!” Sam agreed, applauding. 

“Now, I'm not saying I can definitely talk him 
into it.” Tony warned them. 

“Just do what you can, okay?” Randi Jo begged 
him. “Neil Swensen walked out on the play last 
Friday, and it isn't easy to recast this part.” 

“I bet not,” Tony said. 

“And, Tony,” Matt added, “try to find out 
what’s bugging Sly. I thought I knew him pretty well, 
but... man!” 

“Til check him out,” Tony assured them as Sly 
reemerged from the rest room area and walked slowly 
past them all. He gave them a little wave end a fake 


bid 


the tables where the mem= 

bers of the cast were sitting: then he yanked Tony 
into a nearby booth, 

= you keep a secret?” Sly asked him, 
“Man, you know me,” To ‘i 
secregee nT het Tony id. “an They 

“No,” Sly said with a scowl, 

Hey, man!” Tony said, insulted, 
se ha nen 10 me for u second,” Sly said, shake 
ing his bead. “I'm telling you this because I have tg 
tell somebody, and you're the only person left whe 
hasn't gone bonkers!” 


palms on 
straight at Tony, 
wut it’s the truth, 


ly 2” Tony tried to interrupt, 
arg, be ie until Pm Finished!” Sly ordered, 
T know it difficult, but tty to keep an open mind. I 
Know what I sound like, believe me.” 
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“Good,” Tony said sincerely. 
“First Sam made Matt fall for her. 1 overheard 

them together, so I know what I'm talking about. 

‘Then I caught Sam with Jake!” 

“But that’s impossible!” Tony ssid, unable to 
contain himself any longer. “Matt's nuts about Randi 
Jo, and Jake's erazy about Tiffani 

“That's what { thought until I found the bottle © 
of potion! Sly said, a wild look in his eyes: “But 1 
fixed Sam. I swiped the stuf!” 


“You what?” 

“Remember, you're sworn to secrecy,” Sly 
reminded him. “Yeah, I took it, and she’s not ge! 
itback.” 

“Let me see this stuff,” Tony said. 

“Oh, no,” Sly suid. “T've got it put away some 
where. [only take it out to use it” 

“Qooohhhh,” Tony said, stifl humoring Sly. “So 
you've been using it, too, huh? Is that what you 
sprayed in my eye last week?” 


ing to got the Fight people back together again.” Sly 
‘aid emphatically. “Listen, it worked with Jake and 
Tiffani, But then I messed up royally, and now Randi 
Jois in love with me!” 

‘Tony froze for a Tong moment. “You --- Sty 


what?” 
Sly nodded slowly. “You see the position Pm 
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in,” he said urgently. “I've got to use the potion on 
Randi Jo and Matt to make them fall in ine vith 
each other again. But I can't seem to get near her, 
she's always so busy. And it's got to beat the perfect 
time, so that the next guy she sees is Matt! That's the 
only way it'll work!” 

Tony had the funny feeling he'd heard all this 
before, but he couldn't figure out where. In any ease, 
Sly needed help—more help than ‘Tony could ever 
give him. 

Still, there was something he could do... . 

“Hey, Sly, F've got a great idea!” Tony said. 

“Fantastic, Wicks!” Sly said, smiling in sheer 
relief and excitement. “What is it?” 

“You ought to take a part in the play,” Tony told 
him. “Randi Jo was just telling me they're looking 
for somebody.” 

“Oh, no,” Sly said, shaking his head quickly. 
“The last thing I want to do is spend a lot of time 
with Randi Jo. That would definitely give her the 
wrong idea. The other day, when I walked in on a 
rehearsal, she couldn't keep her hands off me!” 

“But weren't you just telling me you couldn't get 
close enough to Randi Jo to spray her with the potion? 
Being in the play will give you the opportunity! 

‘Sly blinked rapidly and looked at Tony. “You've 
got a point,” he said. “I guess I could do that. What 
part are they looking to fill?” 
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The guy who the fairy queen falls im love 
with,” Tony told him. 

Hina! Who's playing that part?” Sly asked, 
arching his eyebrows. 

“Uh, Randi Jo,” Tony said softy. 

Sly fone slid. “Forget it” he said. “No way” 

“Way, man!” Tony pressed. “Come on. dude. 
What other chance are you going to have (0 62 
Randi Jo and Matt back together? If what you say & 
true 

<sarhat do you mean, if 2” Sly asked, annoyed. 
“Lm telling you the truth!” 

“AIL right, then,” Tony said, thinking of Sly 
dreaged as a donkey. “Don't doit if you don’t want to. 

friend.” 


im. “Afterall, Sylvester, it's gonna be « lot of work 


learning all those fines.” 

Yeah, I know,” Sly grumbled. 

‘Tony grinned, knowing he'd hooked Sly. “Hey, 
man” be told Sly, “just keep telling yourself hat i's 
all for the sake of friendship.” 


he cast of A Midsummer Night's Dream had fi 
ished their food and was getting up to go. Sly 
watched them, and Tony turned to look, too, 

“1 does seem like they're having a blast,” Tony 
said. “You've got to admit that.” 

Sly watched Matt and Sam as they laughed 
together about something. “They sure do,” Sly said 
sensiouly, He glanced over at Randi Jo, who was still 
at the table gathering up some papers. She either 
hhade't noticed Matt’s and Sain's behavior or else she 
didatt care anymore because she was in Tove with Sly. 

“1 doa’t know how [et you rope me into this, 
Wicks” he tld Tony. “Tse rouble and it doesnt 
soell good.” 

“Relax, Sly.” Tony assured him. “You're doing 
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the right thing, trust me. We'll all laugh about this 


T know I will, anyway.” 


“Never mind. Hey, here comes Randi Jo now. 
‘You can give her the good news. 

“No, Tony, not right now—" 

“Hey, Randi Jo!” Tony called over to her. “Sly 
here's got something he wants to tell you.” 

“Ob? What is it, Sly?” Randi Jo asked, coming 
over and giving him an eager look. 

g Rene 

“He says he's going to be in the play,” Tony 
informed her, “Isn't that right, Sylvester?” 

“I, uh... yeah, I guess,” Sly said, sweat 
breaking out all over his bods 

“Sly, that’s fantastic!” Randi Jo eried, giving 
him a erushing hug. 

“Well, you twa, I've got to get back to work,” 
‘Tony said casually. “I see Carla over there giving me 
the evil eye, Later” 

“Tony, wait!” Sly called after him, but Tony 
paid no attention. 

Randi Jo set her hand on Sly’s shoulder and 
gave him an appreciative look. But to Sly it seemed 


more like passionate adoration. 

“Ob, Sly, I could kiss you!” Randi Jo said hap- 
pily, and she planted a big wet one on Sly’s cheek, 
Sly felt his knees go weak. Wow. Where was he? 
Sharkey’s? 
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“You saved my life,” Randi Jo said. “You saved 
all of our lives.” 

“Yeah, right,” Sly said, waving her comment 
off. “So what do Ihave to do?” 

“TI get you a copy of the seript so you can 
start learning your lines. Tell you what: Meet me in 
the Clarion office after school tomorrow, and we can 
£0 over it together.” 

“Uh . .. okay,” Sly said, nodding and recovers 
ing his wits. 

“See you there!” Randi Jo bubbled, giving 
hhim another peck on the cheek. “Oh, I can't wait to 
work with you on this—it’s going to be totally awe- 
some!” 

She ran out of the restaurant to catch up with 
the others and tell them the good news, 

‘Sly sank down into his seat and rested his head 
in his hands. It was too late to back out now. He was 
in deep, for better or worse. 

fhe failed, Randi Jo would be in love with him 
forever, and Sly would have to learn to live with the 
guilt of it, He guessed it wouldn't be too bad, all 
things considered. 

But Sly was determined not to let that happen. 
He was going to save his friends from each other, 
even though it would mean all that nasty hard 
work on his lines and showing up at all those 
rehearsals. If he succeeded, the torture would be 
worth it. 
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On Thursday, Sly raced up to the Clarion offic: 
after school, He wanted to make sure that there were 
when he got the script 
from Randi Jo. He was afraid that whenever the two 
of them were alone together, she would waste no time 
in throwing herself at him. He didn’t w 
through that again and then have to reject the poor 
girl, 


plenty of other people aroun 


Unfortunately, the office was deserted except 
for Randi Jo, who was busy at the copying machine. 
“Hi, Sly!” she greeted him with a 
entered, “I'm just making a copy of the seript for 
you.” 

“Okay, great!” Sly 
hands together nervously 
everybody?” 

“They're out gathering next week's stories.” 
Randi Jo informed him. “That's what we do around 
here. Only I'm kind of busy with the play.” 

“Right,” Sly said, nodding. “Ah, is that going 
to take a while?” 

“Unfortunately, yes,” Randi Jo said. 
just got started, Can you hang out here?” 

‘No!” Sly said instantly, “I've got to write my 
hair and wash some letters. I mean, wash my hair 
and write some letters.” 

Randi Jo giggled. “Sly, I am so glad you're 


ig smile: as 


ot back, rubbing his 
“Good. Uh, where is 
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doing this part and not Neil Swensen. This is going 
t0 be so much fun!” 

“Lhope so,” Sly said anxiously. “I really do.” 

“Well, if you absolutely have to go, just take 
these two scenes home with you and look them over 
You'll be rehearsing them tomorrow al four o’clo 
took the pages and stuffed ther 
knapsack. “Which scenes are they?” he asked. 

“The rehearsal and wedding scenes.” Randi Jo 
told him. “See, you and the other workmen are 
putting on a play for the duke’s wedding, and you go 
rehearse it in the woods. Then later, in the last 
scene, you put on the play at the wedding.” 

“Sounds like a laugh riot,” Sly said unenthusi- 


“Wait till you read 
There's a lot more to it,” 

“And you said my character is the big lover?” 

“In the little play they put on, y 
ssid. 

“And you play my love in this little play we put 
on?” Sly asked, wincing. 

“No, no.” Ran 


Randi Jo assured him. 


Randi Jo 


Jo said. “I play the fairy 
gecen, Titania, | fall in love with you while you're 
fest in the: woods.” 

“Ah, ha... Sly uttered, squirming slightly. 
“Esce. You, uh, you didn't give me that seene? 


“No, Tl give it to you at rehearsal tomorrow. 
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We aren't scheduled to go over our big love scene for 
1 few days. But don’t worry. You and I ean go over it 
Just the two of us, someplace quiet, while everyone 
else is busy with other scenes.” 

“Just the two of us... alone together?” Sly 
whispered hoarsely. 

“Sure,” Randi Jo said warmly. “Don't worry, 
Sly. Just relax. [help you with everything.” 

“Everything?” he repeated. 

“Everything.” 

“Ob, brother,” Sly moaned. 

“What's the matter?” Randi Jo asked. “Sly 
Winkle, are you being shy? Oh, that’s so cute!” She 
gave him a hug and a kiss on the forehead. “I'm 
telling you, you're going to be great. Don’t worry!” 

“Don't worry,” she says,” Sly muttered to 
self as he retreated from the office, leaving her there 
to copy the rest of the script. “I’m not worried—P'm 
Frantie!” 


“Hal” Sly guffawed out loud again for about the 
nineticth time. This play was really pretty funny. He 
had to hand it to Shakespeare—the guy could have 
written for Saturday Night Live. 

His charucter, Nick Bottom, was definitely the 
hest one in the scenes she'd given him. He got to 
give orders to all the other workmen, direct the Ii 
Ue play they were putting on for the duke’s wed- 
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ding, and cast himself as Pyramus, the romantic 
lead. 

There were a few problems with the script. 
Bottom came off as kind of « fool, but that was noth- 
ing Sly couldn't change by the way he played the 
‘part. Besides, if the guy was smart enough to be in 
charge of things, he obviously couldn't be too much 
fa dork. 

A bigger problem was that the female romantic 
ead in the little play-within-a-play, Pyramus and 
Thisbe, had to be played by a guy! Sly really pitied 
‘Se poor slob who had to play that part and dress up 
‘35s woman! He wondered what dweeb would get 
stock doing it. 

Sly checked the cast list Randi Jo had given 

along with the scenes. Sly’s eyes scanned down 
‘he page. There was his own name, penciled in on 
‘ep of Neil Swensen's, which had been erossed out. 


‘Then he came to the character of Flute, the one who 
played Thisbe to his Pyramus. 
“George Spelvin,” Sly read, “Who's he?” Sly 


sacked his brains to come up with a face to match 

she name. It had to be someone really nerdy, obvi 

ly. But try as he might, Sly couldn't remember 
‘== George Spelvin at PCH. 

Then it hit him. Of course! There wasn’t any- 

dy at PCH who would be caught dead playing 

. 50 they'd gone outside and found somebody to 


‘The next day, Sly was still chuckling to himself just 
thinking of the poor jerk when he pushed open the 
auditorium doors and walked down the aisle to his 
first rehearsal. 

Matt was there sitting next to Sam. The two of 
them were engaged in whispered conversation and 
didn’t even notice Sly as he walked right past them. 

Randi Jo noticed him, though. She took his arm 
and kissed him on the cheek, saying, “You don’t 
know how great it makes me feel that you're here!” 
She then led him over to Mr: Murphy and said, “Sly's 
here, Mr. M. We can start now." 

Mr. Murphy gave Sly a strong handshake. 
“Welcome to the cast, Sly. Just take a seat for a 
‘moment. I'l be ready for you in five minutes.” 

Sly looked for 2 place to sit in one of the front 
rows, He noticed that Jake Summers was sitting in 
the center of the third row, looking at some sheets of 
paper. Sly went over and plopped dawn next to him, 

“Hey, dude!” Sly said. “What are you doing 
here? Is Randi Jo trying to rope you in, 100? Do they 
need some sets built or something?” 

Jake groaned uncomfortably and looked away. 
“Uhhbh. . . not exactly.” 

“Hey, have you ever heard of a guy named 
George Spelvin?” Sly asked. “He's going to be play- 
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ing a romantic leading lady in the play, but I don't 
think I know him.” 

“You know him,” Jake said flatly. 

“I do?” Sly asked incredulously. “Boy, I must 
be losing my memory or something. How could I for- 
gota dweeby name like that?” 

“Shut up, Winkle,” Jake grumbled. 

“What's the matter, Jake?” Sly asked. “You 
feel sorry for the guy?” He elbowed Jake in the ribs, 
but Jake didn’t laugh. 

“George Spelvin's a fake name,” Jake said 
through gritted teeth. “It's an old theater tradition 
that Randi Jo told me about, When you don't want 
people to know you're in something, you use the 
same George Spelvin. Everybody knows it's fake, but 
nobody knows who it is till they see him onstage.” 

“I get it” Sly said, clapping his hands, “The 
poor slob's embarrassed. Who could blame him? 
Boy, 1 wouldn't be caught dead looking that dumb 
cxstage!” 

“You woulda’t?” Jake asked, looking surprised, 
“You're playing Bottom, aren't you?” 

Sly blinked twice. “Yeah,” he said. “So?” 

“Okay!” Mz. Murphy's voice boomed out, 
“Workmen, let's rehearse the wedding scene, where 
they do Pyramus and Thishe. All actors onstage.” 

Sly got up, and so did Jake. “Wait till you see 
‘Sis,” Sly told him, “George Spelvin is about to make 
2 fool out of himself!” 
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Jake followed Sly onto the stage. “Jake, Mr 
Murphy only wants the actors up here,” Sly informed 
him, “Stagehands usually hang out backstage.” 

Jake was standing there as if he hadn't heard 
Sly. 

“Take?” Sly asked. “What are you doing here?” 

At that moment, Mr. Murphy eame up to them 
and put one hand on Sly’s shoulder, the other on 
Jake's. “Well, boys,” he said with a big smile, “are 
you ready? Pyramus, may I present Thishe. Thisbe, 
Pyramus.” 

Sly stared at Jake as if he were looking at his 
own painful, violent death. 

“Don't say a word, Winkle,” Jake said menae- 
ingly. “Not one word, I warn you.” 

“My lips are sealed,” Sly promised. 


Tx: better be, Twinkle. Or you're fin- 
ished!” Jake stepped forward as Sly retreat- 
ed behind Mr. Murphy. 

“Come on, you two,” Mr. Murphy said. “Let’s 
‘ext the scene staged. You can kill each other to your 
‘Bearts’ content later” 

Sly and Jake calmed down enough to learn 
‘sbere to go when, and they ran through the scene a 


-ccuple of times with the other actors. Sly kept erack~ 
ez up every time he looked at Jake, but everyone 
else must have figured he was laughing at 

espeare’s lines, which were, after all, pretty 


When they were done, Mr. Murphy said, “Okay, 
let’s work on the scene between Oberon and 
Rania. Workmen, off the stage, please.” 
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Jake followed Sly offstage and said, “Now, 
Winkle, your hour of destiny is nigh. 1 am going to 
slay you, man.” 

“Please don’t kill me, Thisbe—I mean 
George—I mean Jake—,” Sly begged, laughing hys- 
terically until Jake actually grabbed him by the shirt. 

“You wanna laugh?” Jake asked him. “It's 
going to cost you some teeth, Wimple.” 

“Jake, buddy, pal, how'd you get roped into this 
stunt?” Sly asked him, trying to contain his laughter 
and sound sympathetic, 

“How did you?” Jake shot back. 

“Hey, ifs a whole different kind of part,” Sly 
Protested. “I don’t have to act like « total fool up 
there!” 

“Oh, yeah?” Jake shot back. “What about the 
donkey costume?” 

“The—the what?” Sly suddenly felt like he'd 
been hit with a wrecking ball. He was just about to 
ask Jake what he was talking about when they heard 
Randi Jo and Matt screaming at each other up 
onstage. 

“Who do you think you are, telling me what te 
do?” Randi Jo was shouting. “I'm not your servant! 
Vm not your slave! I can kiss whoever I want!” 

"Oh, yeah?” Matt yelled back at her. “You'd 
better watch out who you kiss, or you're going te 
wind up making a total fool out of yourself!” 


A California Night's Dream 

“That's my business,” Randi Jo growled, 
stamping her foot. 

Sly couldn't believe it. They were fighting over 
Randi Jo’s love for him, right in front of everyone! 

“And what about you?” Randi Jo challenged 
Matt. “I suppose you've never had your little pliy- 
things?” 

‘That seemed to sting Matt. He turned away for 
2 moment before saying, “You can’t do this to me, 
And you're not going to get away with it, either! 

Sly knew he had to do sox 

mn Number Nin 
Bis pocket, he whipped it out. Then he erept quietly 
down the aisle and up the steps af the side of the 
‘tage, trying not to attract attention, 

It was the perfect moment to do it, he knew. 
They were looking right at each other. All he had to 
do was sneak up there and spray one of them in the 
See. It didn't even matter which one. The first per- 
‘son they looked at would definitely be the other one, 
aad then they'd be in love again and Sly’s long 
‘Sighimare would be over. 

Mr Murphy called from his seat in 
|S front row. “What are you doing?” 

But Sly wasn't listening, and neither were Matt 

Randi Jo. They were so absorbed in their colos- 
fight that a bomb could have dropped right next 
them and they wouldn't have noticed. 


Californie Dress 

Just as Sly was about to raise the bottle and 
spray Matt with it, a hand grabbed his and pulled the 
bottle from his grasp! 

“So, it was you who took my perfume!” 
Samantha gasped, looking at him with eyes full of 
fury as she stared first at him, then at the bottle she 
now held in her hand. 

“Yes, it was me!” Sly shot back, trying unsuc- 
cessfully to get the bottle back. 

“Why, Sly?” Sam asked bitterly. “Who told you 
you could go in my room and swipe my things? And 
‘what do you want my love potion for, anyway?” 

“You know why, Sam!” Sly lunged for the bot- 
tle. The two of them went down in a heap on the 
stage as they fought for possession of the perfume. 

Matt and Randi Jo had stopped yelling at each 
other and were looking on, confused, as was every- 
one else in the entire auditorium. 

With one final yank, Sly tore the bottle from 
‘Sam's hand. But in the struggle a little of the potion 
must have leaked out and made the bottle slippery, 
because it flew from Sly’s grasp, went flying across 
the stage, and smashed to pieces against the prosce- 
jum arch. 

‘The tinkle of shattering glass echoed in the 
suddenly silent auditorium. Then a little sob broke 
from Sam's throat. “My perfume!” she moaned. “Sly, 
‘you beast! Now look what you've done!” 
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“What I’re done?” Sly repeated, astonished. 
“You're the one who's responsible for everything!” 

“I don’t know what you're talking about!” Sam 
insisted. 

“Sure you don't,” Sly snorted as one of the 
“stogchands got a broom and started sweeping up the 
‘pieces of glass. 

“1 don’t!” Sam repeated. “Oh, Sly, do you bave 
«any idea what was in that bottle?” 

“Do I ever!” Sly responded, hearisick. Now 
Matt and Randi Jo might never get back together, he 
‘alized with a pang. And he would be stuck with 
‘Randi Jo in love with him for the rest of his life! 

“Lhate you!” Sam shouted and ran of the stage 
“= tears, leaving Sly staring at the floor and shaking 
‘kis bead in frustration. He'd been so close, too! 

“Sly,” Randi Jo said, kneeling down next to 

“Why did you steal Sam's perfume?” 

Sly laughed mirthlessly. “Randi Jo,” he replied, 

‘you only knew what was really in that bottle.” He 
up with a heavy heart and jumped off the stage. 
walked up the aisle and out the door of the audi- 
som, wondering what he was going to do now. 


‘was still undecided later that night when the 
rang. It was Randi Jo, but she hadn't called to 
hhim about Sam's perfume. 
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“I was wondering if you were free tonight,” she 
said. “I thought we could go over our love scenes 
together. Are you busy?” 

Sly blew out a deep breath. He knew there was 
no resisting it anymore; there was just no way out. A 
person didn’t come by bottles of love potion every 
day. Sly knew that for as long as Matt was in love 
with Sam and Randi Jo was in love with him, he 
might as well make the best of i 

After all, it wouldn't be right to break Randi 
Jo's heart when he himself was partially responsible 
for her condition. “No, I'm not, uh, busy. You want to 
come over?” he asked. 

“Why don't you come over here?” Randi Jo 
asked. 

Sly’s parents were out for the evening. The last 
thing he wanted was to be alone in his house with a 
love-erazed Randi Jo. Better to rehearse at her 
house. “I'l be there in half an hour, Randi Jo.” 

“Super,” Randi Jo said eagerly. “See you 
then!” 

Sly bung up and sank down on his bed. This was 
not what he had envisioned the rest of his life 
like. This was not what he had planned at all. 

Suill, he figured he ought to look good for his 
date with doom. He went to the bathroom and 
‘combed his hair, brushed his teeth, and then tried on 
clothes until he got just the right effect. He borrowed 
his dad’s old car to drive over to Randi Jo's. 
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The door opened for him before he'd had a 
chance to ring the bell. There was Randi Jo, looking 
totally awesome in a black minidress. “I'm ready for 
our love scenes, darling,” she said with a wink. 
“Come on in.” 

“Ub, okay, sure,” Sly said, nodding quickly 
and slipping past her into the living room. “So— 
where are your folks?” 

“Oh, they're out for the evening,” Randi Jo 
informed him. “I'l be nice and quiet for us.” 

Sly’s heart started pounding loudly. He won- 
dered whether she could hear 

“Sly, can I get you anything before we start?” 

“Water,” Sly rasped, his throat suddenly 
parched. 

She passed by him and walked into the 
Kitchen. Soon she was back with his water Sly drank 
it down in one gulp and tried to shake the picture of 
Matt frowning down on him. Not the Matt in this cur- 
renl, pathetic state, but the old Matt, Sly’s buddy, 
who used to be in love with Randi Jo. 

“So!” Randi Jo said, plunking herself down 
on the couch. “Come over here and sit next to me, 
Sy” 


“Uh, sure,” Sly said tentatively, settling him- 
‘self down om the other side of the couch. 

“Closer,” Randi Jo told him, patting the cush- 
Son. “We can read from the same seript.” 

“Are you sure that's a good idea?” Sly asked, 
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realizing that she was just trying to arrange things 50 
they'd have to sit closer to each other. 

“[e'll help us get into the spirit of the scene. 

11,” Randi Jo said, when he'd finally moved 
heside her. She held out the script in front of them s0 
they could both see it. “Baby,” she read, “until I met 
you, [didn't know what passion was.” 

Wait a minute, Sly could have sworn he'd 
heard those words before. . 

“You're kidding,” he read off the page. 

“You're mine now,” Randi Jo went on. “And I 
don't even care if he finds out!” 

“B-b-but ...” Sly had definitely heard thi 
whole conversation. He'd heen a part of it, the other 
day onstage, when Randi Jo had come on to him! 

Randi Jo kept reading. “What is he going to do 
about it, anyway? I do what I want to do, and I love 
who I want to love!” 

Sly gulped, his mind in total confusion. Those 
‘were the exact words Randi Jo had uttered when she 
had first fallen in love with him! 

‘What in the world was going on here? 
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‘andi Jo.” 


“Yes?” 

“Uh, could we stop for just a minute?” 

Randi Jo looked at him quizzically. “Sure. 
‘What's the matter, Sly?” 

“Amn I having dgja vu?” Sly asked. “Or have we 
had this conversation before?” 

Randi Jo’s face broke into a sly grin. “That 
depends,” she said mysteriously. 

“Depends? On what?” 

On whether that was you Friday inside the 
donkey mask.” 

“You mean . 

“L thought it was Neil Swensen, but then who- 


California Dacame 

ever it was took off running. I only saw the back of 
your head, but that was you, wasn’t 

“Yeah, it was me,” Sly said, shaking his head 
in amazement. “So you mean you were just saying 
those things because you thought you were rehears- 
ing a scene?” 

“Right. What did you—oh, Sly, you did 
think 

“OF course not!” Sly said quickly. “Not at all. 
It's just... well...” He gave her a pleading look. 
“You wor't tell anybody, will you?” 

“OF course not,” Randi Jo said, gi 
warm smile. “Oh, Sly, you silly thing 

Sly’s heart skipped a beat as he realized the 
horrible truth. If Randi Jo wasn't in love with him, 
that meant she was still in love with Matt—but Matt 
was in love with Sam! 

Sly was back to square one, which meant 
Randi Jo's heart would soon be broken! 


“Shhh, here he comes,” Sam told Matt, pu 
ger to her lips. Sure enough, Sly was walking down 
the aisle of the auditorium toward them, scowling as 
he looked! at the two of them standing there together 

“AIL right, you know what to do,” Matt said as 
Sly got within earshot, “Ill meet you after I finalize 
things with Randi Jo.” 

He went off, leaving Sam with Sly. Some of the 
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other actors were up onstage, rehearsing their scenes 
and taking directions from Mr. Murphy 

“What did Matt mean by, “finalize things with 

asked Sam. 

“I can't tell you,” Sam said firmly. “Not yet. 

‘ve got a bone to 

“You've got a bone to pick with me?” Sly repeat- 
ed, pointing to himself in exaggerated amazement. 
“ve got a few choice things to say to you, too!” 

“Not till you hear what I have to say first,” Sam 
shot bac! 

“Quiet in the house!” Mz Murphy called out in 
an irritated tone. 

Sam indicated to Sly with # nod of her head 
that he should follow her, and she Jed him backstage 
and into one of the dressing rooms. Once he'd fal- 
lowed her inside, she shut the door behind him, 

id hotly, crossing her arms in 
front of her. “Let's get right down to it. Why did you 
steal my bottle of Love Potion Number Nine?” 


with you.” 


“T only took it to save my friends,” Sly replied, 
crossing his arms right hack at her. 

“What?” Sam cried, serunching up her face. 
What are you talking about?” 

“Answer me this, Helen of Troy.” Sly said sar- 
donically, “Just where did you get your hands on that 
bottle?” 


“Henry gave it to me as a good-bye present,” 
Sem told him. 
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Sly stared at her, stunned. That was the last 
answer he'd expected. “Huh? I don't get it,” he said. 
“Why would Henry give you something like that?” 

“Maybe because he likes me a lot?” Sam sug 
gested, “Or ean you think of a better reason?” 

“That doesn't make any sense!” Sly protested. 
“Why would your boyfriend give you a potion that 
‘would make other guys fallin love with you 

Now it was Sam’s tum to be startled. Was Sly 

ing? If so, ird moment for # joke. 
“Then again, it fit right in with Sly’s behavior over the 
last few weeks. 

“Maybe,” Sam replied, deciding to ignore Sly’s 
lame attempt at humor, “he gave it to me because 
Henry trusts my feelings for him.” 

“But—but magic is magic!” Sly blurted ou 

“Magic?” Sam echoed. “Sly, what in the world 
sare you talking about?” 

As if you don't know!” 

“don't!” 

“Yeah, right!” 

Look, why don’t you just tell me, okay?" Sam 
asked. “Pretend Pm stupid, and 1 don’t know any- 
thing about it.” 

“L don't know if P'm that good an 
rumbled. “But, okay, you want all the ears on the 
lable, that’s fine by me.” 

Sam sat down to listen. She had # feeling 
things would go better that way: 
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“First of all,” Sly began, “I overheard you com- 
ing on to Matt. Oh, don't pretend you weren't—I 
checked to make sure it was you.” 

“1 don't believe this!” Sam gasped. “Are you 
just making this up?” 

“T heard you!” Sly insisted, “Just let me have 
my say before you start denying everything, okay?” 

‘Sam shnigged hopelessly and let hien rattle on. 

“The next thing I know, I spot you palling the 
same stunt with Jake.” 

“With Jake?!” 

“And the amazing thing is, both him and Matt 


to figure out what Sly was referring to, 
But whatever it was, it escaped ber totally. 
“Could you be a little more specific?” she 


asked. 

“Be happy to,” Sly snapped back. “You were 
‘sith Matt up in your room one evening and with Jake 
in a practice room the day after. Does that clear 


things up for you 
‘Sam gasped in suilden understanding. Could it 
oe) 

1 couldn't figure it out, and nobody I told 
would believe me,” Sly went on. “I asked myself 
sxhere you were coming from, and that I did figure 
out pretty quickly. You were so upset over Henry 
Jeaving that you just went crazy over every guy you 
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knew. Hey, it happens. But in this case, you hap- 
ened to be messing with my friends, and I knew 
didn’t do something about i 
were going to be very unhap 
ing you?” 

“Well, follow you . ..,” Sam suid tentatively. 

“But none of that answered the question of how 
you were pulling it off,” Sly resumed, pacing the 
room now and gesticulating like: some great detective 
shout to announce the identity of the murderee 

“So one aflemoon, during practice, { snuck up 
imo your room—and that’s when I found the evi- 
dence.” 
Sum felt laughter rising up inside of her. It was 
all becoming clear to her now—the words of love 
with Matt and Jake, Sly’s taking them seriously. not 


Before she could stop herself, Sam started 
sigeling. Seconds later she was totally out of cone 
trol, laughing silently as tears streamed down her 
face. 

“Did I say something funny?” Sly asked, 
becoming very irritated. “How about clucing me i 

“Oh, Sly!" Sam moaned between laughs. “You 
have no idea!” 

“I think I do,” Sly insisted, “Yes, I very defi- 
nitely think I do. I'm going to ignore your reaction, 
Ws right in line with all the other weird behavior 
you've been exhibiting.” 
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“Fee been exhibiting weird behavior?” Sam 
repeated, aghast. “Me?” 

“Yes, you,” Sly hept on, “At least I was able to 
‘stop you before you sprayed anybody else!™ 

“Se that's why you stole my perfume!” Sam 
said, and then lapsed into laughter again. 

“L fail to see what is so fanny,” Sly said 
‘squirming a little. “Anyway, I got Jake and Tiffani 
back together with a couple of well-timed sprays. 
But then I sprayed myself by accident, and Randi Jo 
happened to come by. Fora while there, I was afraid 
she'd sniffed it and gone wild for me. Fortunately, 
she hade’t. Unfortunately, though, Matt's breaking 
up with herat this very moment.” 

“What?” Sum gasped, suddenly not laughing. 

“Don't pretend you don't know about it!” Sly 
raged. “I heard you and Matt talking out there in 
front. He was about to go off and ‘finalize’ things with 

fou think I can’t put two and two together?” 

“Maybe [ can't” Sam told him. “Why don’t you 
add it up for me?" 

“It adds up to Matt's dumping Rundi Jo so he 
can go oul with you!" Sly sa 


“Sly.” Sam seid, trying to control her mirth. 
“Sit down. I guess 1 do have some explaining to do, 
and you don't want to be standing up when I do it.” 

Sly sat down, suddenly looking anxious and 
wary: “Okay,” he said. “I'm listening. Just ry to 
explain it all away 
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“Easy.” Sam said cheeril 
love’ between me and Matt—and between me and 
Jake—were just part of the seript.” 

“The sexipt?” 
idsummer Night's Dream. We were 


“Aud—audition scenes?” Sly repeated, swal- 
lowing loudly. 

“Yes! Those guys and I are just friends. There 
was never anything between us!” 

“There wasn't?” 

“If you'd only asked me!” Sam said, regaining 
her composure. 

“What about the potion?” Sly asked. 

“Like I told you, it's just some perfume Henry 
got me as a going-away present.” 

“But I read the booklet that came with i 
insisted. “It said it made the wearer irresistible 10 
the opposite sex!” 

“Haven't you ever read adver 
before, Sly?” 

“And your diary on the bed—it also said some- 
thing about bewitching guys and making them fall in 
love.” 

“That was my au 
haven't been around rehearsals enough yet, or you 
would have known, Puck squeezes the juice of this 
Mlower into the lovers’ eyes, and it makes them each 


ing copy 


jon scene as Puck! You 
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“Her character, I mean—Titania, the fairy 
queen. Of course, it’s a real riot” 
“Oh, yeah?” Sly asked. “What's so funny about 


“Well, for one thing, she falls in love with you 
while you're wearing the donkey costume.” 

“The—the donkey costume?” Sly gasped. 
Everything was coming together now, and Sly saw 
the picture all too clearly. It was # picture of himself 
as the biggest fool this side of the Continental 
Dividet 

“So there was nothing magical about the per- 
fume Henry got you?” Sly asked, wincing with the 
ain of total knowledge. 

“Nope. There was nothing special about it— 
‘except that it was incredibly expensive.” 

“It was?” Sly asked. 

“Yes, and since you stole it and you broke it, I 
think it’s only fair that you replace it.” 
"You do?” 

“Yes; Ido,” Sam said definitively. “Dor't worry. 
IC only cost you about three hundred dollars. 

“Theth-three . ..” 
ive or take a hundred.” 
“Oh, boy.” Sly heaved a deep sigh. “Look, I'l 
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get the money somewhere, somehow. Tl have time 
donee [ quit the show—" 


“Quit the show?” Sam gasped. “Oh, no, you 
ly Winkle, you owe it to all your friends— 


{ly to me—to hang in there and play the 


“And make a total fool of myself?” Sly asked. 
“Nothing could make you a bigger fool th 
ted out. “Besides, 


you already are, Sly,” Sam 
Jake is doing it, and he's 2 lot cooler than you are. IT 
“anyone's risking his reputation, i's hitn.” 

Sly had to chuckle at the thought of Juke in a 
dress, “L guess you're right,” he said. “Of course, in 
that case, I won't have: any time to earn money to 


replace your perfume.” 


“That's okay.” Sam saie, patting 
shoulder, “Frankly, [ don't want 
Sly asked, not quite able to 
believe his good luck. 

“No, I dida’t Fike the scent that much, to tell 
you the trith,” Sam admitted. “It was the fact that 
Henry gave it to me that made that particular bottle 
so special. And you couldn't replace that.” 

“Gee, Sam,” Sly said, looking at the flooe “I'm 
sorry. I guese | messed up royally, huh?” 

“I's okay, Slyc” Sam assured him. “You were 
just trying to help your friends. And that’s not foolish 


fon the 


“You dow 


Sly felt a great weight being lifted from his 
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shoulders, “But wait a minute!” he said suddenly. 
“What about Matt? He just went off to break up with 
Ra 


Jo, right?” 
“No... .” Sam 


shaking her head and 


Yell, if they weren't finalizing their relation 


ship, what were they finalizing?” Sly wanted to 
know. 

Atthat moment, a6 if in answer to his question, 
Matt and Randi Jo burst into the room, followed by 
Jake, Tiffani, and Tony. 

“Hey, Me Manager” Matt announced with a 
se, “We've got good news. Thanks 


Sly repeated, his face spreading into a 
“When? Where?” 

“Well,” Tiffani said, “you know how at the end 
of the play there's a wedding?” 

“Yeah, s0?” Sly prodded. 

“Matt and I had this idea,” Sam jumped in 
eagerly. “We could tum the wedding scene into a 
real party, with dancing — 

~— and California Dreams!” Matt Finished. 

“When they came to me with the idea, T 
thought it was fantastic,” Randi Jo said. “And so did 
Mc Murphy. I's heen settled! After the play 
there'll be a huge party in the gym featuring the 


over, 


Dreams. 


121 


Cabsfornie D 
“Guys,” Sly said, draping one arm around Matt 


and the other around Samantha, “that is. by far and 
about 2 million 


away, the best news I've heard 


or the next two weeks, Sly Winkle was a man 
transformed, He was a human dynamo, leav- 
ing mere mortals wondering how he managed to 


everything. 

He learned his lines in record time. Sly had 
been a little nervous about whether or not he’d be 
able to, But when he actually started going over 
them, he discovered that his lines were pretty much 
what he would have said in those circumstances, 
anyway. So it all came naturally and quickly, 

Sly even began enjoying rehearsals, especially 
working with Jake. Onee they realized that the other 
actors watching them thought they were funny—not 
foolish—both of them started to loosen up and play 
off each other with perfect timing. 

Their excitement was infectious, and soon 
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everybody in the cast and crew started feeling good 
about the show. 

‘And Sly did't stop there. He used all his oran- 
aging skills to spread the word all over the school 
that everybody who's anybody had better be at open- 
ing night. 

THe participated in all the publicity events. One 
day, he wore a searf and sunglasses and offered to 
sign autographs. When people wondered why, he'd 
faunch into his spiel about the play: 

‘The next day, he did « scene From the play in 
the cafeteria with Randi Jo—and he even wore the 

donkey costume for it! That piqued people's interest. 
Ms, Mahoney, the cafeteria aide, was about to send 
him to detention, until Randi Jo explained what they 
were doing and why: 

‘The posters for the show had already been 
printed up—t AMDSUSIMER MIHT'S DREAM written in 
big letters with ivy twisted all ‘around it. There was 
‘an invitation below that to the party” and dance after- 
ands FEATURING CALIFORNIA DREAMS. COME ONE, COME 
ALL! it read. Sly went ‘around with a red felt-tip 
marker and circled that part on every poster the 
school, so nobody could miss it “Tactics.” he 
‘explained toa stunned Randi Jo- 

By the time opening night rolled around, the 
whole school was psyched, and the seven-hundred- 
seat auditorium was: totally sold out “Sly, you sure: 
did an amazing job filling those seats,” Matt told him 
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ss he peeked through the curtain before showtime, 
“Have you ever considered a career us a manager?” 

“Thank you, Matthew.” Sly said, aecepting the 
ent with his usual grace, “I might just do 


that 


Samantha walked past them, crossing the stage, 
her nails planted firmly between her teeth, 
“What's the matter, Sam?” Matt asked her. 
Nervous?” ‘ 
“Nervous? Why? Do I look nervous? Oh, no, it 


shows! I knew it, I look like a wreck, and even 


worse, [can’t remember any of my 
om out there, 1 just know 
stink up the joint. Oh, good luck, you guys. You're 
both going to be awesome.” She kissed them both on 
the cheek and wandered off, trying to rem 
thing, anything she was supposed to say. 
“What's happened to her?” Sly asked, shaking 
his head in bewilderment, 
. Bs think it's ealled stage fright,” Matt told his 

“Ridiculous,” Sly said cockily. “Besides, 
‘Sain's been onstage lots of times with the Dreams.” 

“But that was different.” Matt said. “She's 
singer and a musician, not an actress.” 

‘Sly simply snorted. “Same thing,” he intoned. 
=A performer is a performer: and an audience is an 


J 1'm going to 
‘m going to totally 


ber 


surprised you're not more seared yourself, 


California Dreams 


Sly.” Matt said with a grin. “You've never performed 
jn anything that I ean remember’ 

“i's » gift.” Sly said. “You either have it or you 
don’t” 

“1 don't know.” Matt said doubtfully. “That's & 
preity big eruwd and everyone we know i out there,” 


Sly shrugged, his interest aroused, “Let me 
have a look,” he said to Matt, edging him aside so he 
could peek out the eurtain. 

You sure you want to?” Matt asked. 

“Why not?" Sly asked. “I’m doing fine. 
Nothing’s going to—whoa!” The sight of the crowd 
out in the auditorium hit Sty like a right jab in the 
gut. Everything he'd eaten for dinner suddenly did 
Aip-flop in his stomach, and he broke out in a cold 
sweat. 

gly?" Matt asked. “You okty: buddy?” 

“1. , cul... yeah... Sly put a hand on his 
stomach to sto 
down a minute. 

He fechly walked over to a chair on the side of 
the stage and sat down. He was surprised to see Jake 
sitting right next to him. Jake didn't look too goed. 
either. 

“Break a leg. you guys.” Randi Jo said from 
over their shoulders. She ran off quickly, back to the 
girls’ dressing rom. 

“Break a leg?” Sly repeated, not sure how to 
take a remark like that, 
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“It means good luck, Wimple,” Jake explained, 
his hand on his stomach and a distinetly greenish 
tint to his complexion, 
Sly nodded slowly. “Good Iuek. Yeah. Pm 
gonna nced it.” He tamed to Jake. “Did you see that 


“Oh,” Sly said, nodding, “Well. I'm going to 
look like a horse's you-know-what.” 

“More like a donkey's,” Jake corrected him. 
“Wimple, are you feeling sorry for yourself? Look at 
7 ve got to go out there in a curly blond wig and 
adress!” 

“Jake. you're hysterical as Thishe,” Sly assured 
him, “They're gonna laugh their heads off.” 

“That's what I'm afraid of,” Jake said miser- 

mv is shot, man. This is it. Say 


“know what you mean,” Sly sympathized, 

Jake tumed to him, frowning. “You do not know 
what I mean,” he told Sly. “You have never been 
coal, Sly. So how could you know what I mean?” 

“Forget it” Sly said with a sigh. There was no 
use arguing with Jake now. 

But there was something Sly had to know. 
Hey, Jake,” he said. “AL least I know why Pm doing 
this—to make it up to you guys for acting like such 
an idiot, But what's your excuse? Why would you go 
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out there and put your reputation om the line like 
that?” 

Jake straightened himself up slowly, struck by 
some privute thought, “I'm doing this, Winkle,” be 

pecause no other guy in this whole schoo! has 
the guts. Recause they asked me to do it, and if 1 
hadn't done it, there would't be a show. You can't do 
the show without Thishe. Cin going out there for the 
team, PI see you onstage.” 

He got up and loped off. Sly watched him go. 
“Hey Jake,” he called afer him. Jake tured around 
and looked at him, “You're not as bad as you 
you are." 

"Jake smiled and gave Sly a wink, “Yeah, well, 
keep it to yourself.” he said. 

Just then, Lily Goodman, the stage manager. 
called, “Places. everyone.” 

Jake walked off to the men's dressing room to 
await his entrance. Sly got up and took a deep 
breath, Suddenly he didn't Feel nauseous anymore. A 


feeling of challenge had taken over. If Jake could do 
ii, so could he. He was going to go out there and do. 
his best. Hey—he was Sly Winkle! His best had 
always been good enough before. And this time, he 
promised himself, it would be better than ever! 


A Midsummer Night's Dream was # smash 
cess. The show began at a slow pace until the audi 
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cence started to grasp the complicated plot. And when 
Sly, Jake, and the rest of the workmen did their 
seene in the woods, the whole audience really start- 
ed getting into it. 

Sly had them in the palm of his hand, he could 
feel it. They loved him! Sly had to laugh—they 
thought he was such a great actor when all he was 
doing was what he always did—connive, manipulate, 
and boss people around! Was he ever putting one 
over on them! 

OF course, what the crowd liked watching best 
of all was Sly bossing Jake around and correcting his 
character's poor performance ax “Thishe.” Jake and 
Sly really threw themselves into their parts. As good 
4s they'd both been in rehearsal, they were twice as 
hysterical now! 

Sam, as Puck, was pretty amazing, too. She 
couldn't remember any of her lines—but the audi- 
ence never had a clue. She made them up on the 
spot! With her talent for talking, she was able to 
explain to the audience what she was up to without a 
stammer. And Sam was so cute that everyone fell in 
love with her. Sly shook his head, remembering how 
badly he'd misjudged her. She really was something! 
In fact, he thought, maybe he ought to ask her out 
‘one of these days. .. 

The wedding scene was the highlight of the 
entire show, with Sly’s romantic hero, Pyramns, mah- 
ing kissee-face with Jake's blond-haired Thishe. 
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Everyone onstage and off was totally in bysteries. 
When it came time for the curtain call, half the peo- 
ple in the crowd were still drying their eyes between 
claps. 

‘The players got 2 long standing ovation after 
Samantha’s final speech, where she said the right 
lines for the first time the whole night, She begged 
the audies 
have taken at any! 
their applause. 

When the crowd finally quieted down, Mr 
Murphy came onstage and suid, “Thank you all for 
ig We hope you enjoyed the show. But the 


c's pardon for any offense they might 
i in the play and asked for 


night's not over yet!” 

AL this, a whoop went up from the audience. 
People started shouting “Party! Party!!™ 

“Yes, it's time to party!” Mr: Murphy contin- 
ued. “And we invite you all to the gym for our ‘wed- 
ding dance,’ featuring PCH’s favorite band, 
California Dreams!” 

The audience heacled for the auditorium exits, 
on their way to the gym. The actors went back to 
their dressing rvoms to get changed for the dance. 

Thirty minutes later, Sly entered the gym. To 
his shock and surprise, he was instantly surrounded 
by six lovely young ladies, each of whom wanted 
with all her heart to get next to him! 

“Oh, Sly, you're so talented!” Melanie Babcock 
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coved. “And where did you get that cute eleft in your 
chin?” 

“Hey, Sly.” Lauren Winston whispered into his 
other car. “I didn't know you had such a command 


ing presen 

Sl. for once in his life, was speechless, He just 
smiled and nodded his acknowledgment, By the time 
he made his way up to the bandstand, Matt, Tony, 
and Tiflani were almost done setting up. 

“Whoo! It’s a jungle out there!” Sly said, 
regaining his power of speech. “Where: are Sam and 
Jake?” 

Tony exchanged high fives with Sly and then 
Pointed to the far end of the gym. Sam was coming 
toward them, surrounded by four guys. Behind her 
‘came Jake with two girls vying for his attention, 

“Hey!” Tiflani exelaimed. “What do those girls 
think they're doing?” 

“Don't worry about it, Tiff.” Tony said, 
“They're just starstruck.” 

Sam and Jake were doing their best to get 
‘terns the gym floor and join the rest af the group on 
the bandstand. Finally, Sly was able to extend a hand 
to Jake and yank him up alongside. 

“Hey, Winkle,” Jake said, brushing himself off 


“Hey, Summers.” Sly replied, nodding his 
head. 


“T guess it worked out all right, huh?” Jake 
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looked hack aver his shoulder at the girls who were 
still gazing at him. 

“Just the way I planned it,” Sly informed him. 

“Sure, Winkle,” Jake said with 1 sarcastic 
laugh. “Sure. Hey, it’s okay. AII’s well that ends 
well.” 

“Pre got news for you two.” Sam broke in, 
sticking her head between them. “All's Wetl That 
Ends Well happens to be another play by 
Shakespeare.” 

“Yeah?” Jake responded. “Is that right?” 

“Don’t tell Randi Jo, okay?” Sly asked her 
“Shakespeare is okay for a dead guy, but ve had 
‘enough of him for one lifetime. Know what U mean?” 

‘Sam stared out at the crowd of girls waving and 
cealling “Sly! Yoo-hoo!” 

“I don't know,” Samm said, “But something tells 
me you're going to change your mind about that 
hefore too Tong.” 

“Hey, you guys!” Tiffani interrupted. “I hate to. 
break up the east party, but it’s time to rock 'n! roll!” 

Tony beat out a riff on his drums, and the whole 
place started moving to the beat. The Dreams 
Taunched into one of their surefire rockers. 

Sly watehed from the side of the bandstand as 
his group did their thing. He felt on top of the world. 
‘Things had turned out great in the end. The band 
hha their gig, he: had babes dying to get his phone 
number, and his friends were back in love with the 
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right people again, Even hetter, he and Jake had 
actually gotten along—they'd even become closer 
friends than they were before. 

Yes, Sly 
California night 


ght happily, I really was a 
‘s dream come true. 
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i Don't miss the next novel about 
California Dreams 


~ the hottest band around! 


Sly gets sidetracked by a 
beautiful girl while trying to land the 
Dreams a big gig. He goes after her 

and totally forgets about the band! 
Meanwhile, Tony's got his. eyes on 
@ new set of drums, but he'll 
have to get some ore cash before 
1 he can buy these beauties, 


Can Sly keep his eyes on 
the prize? Can Tony raise the 


Find out in the next 


“California Dreams" novel. 
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All the world’s a stage, and 

‘Matt and Samantha are 

‘two of its coolest players. 

Especially when they land 

lead roles in the drama club's 

‘modern version of Shakespeare. But 

when they start rehearsing, the sparks start flying, making 
‘Sly wonder if they still have time to rock with the band, 


Meanwhile, Sam's sexy new perfume seems to be making 
the Dreams fall in love—with all the wrong people! First 
Matt and Sam fall for each other and then Sly and Randi Jo. 
This can’t be for real! 


Will rock ‘n’ roll take a back seat to the stage? Is Sam's 
perfume actually a secret love potion? Find out when you 
read A California Night's Dream, the new novel about California 
Dreams—the hottest band around! 
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